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The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont. 


BEING A NARRATIVE OF FHE MOST: AMAZING. EXPERIENCES A MAN 
EVER LIVED TO. TELL. 


We now commence what may truly be described as the most amazing story a man ever lived to tell. In all the annals 
of geographical science there is practically but one case that can be compared for a moment with M. de Rougemont’s 
—but in that instance the man returned to civilization a hopeless idiot, having lost his reason years before, amidst his 
appalling surroundings. Quite apart from the world-wide interest of M. de Rougemont’s narrative of adventure, it 
will be obvious that after his thirty years’ experience as a cannibal chief in the wilds of unexplored Australia, his contri- 
butions to science will be simply above all price. He has already appeared before such eminent geographical experts 
as Dr. J. Scott-Keltie and Dr. Hugh R. Mill, who have heard his story and checked it by means of their unrivalled 
collection of latest reports, charts, and works of travel. These well-known experts are quite satisfied that not only is 
M. de Rougemont’s narrative perfectly accurate, but that it is of the very highest scientific value. We also have much 
p'easure in announcing that arrangements are being made for M. de Rougemont to read an important paper before 
that great scientific body, the British Association for the Advancement of Science, at their next congress, which will 
be held in September, at Bristol. Other learned bodies have welcomed M. de Rougemont with open arms, but we 
will announce further particulars later. The narrative is taken down verbatim from M. de Kougemont’s lips, and 
apart from all outside authorities and experts, we have absolutely satisfied ourselves as to M. de Rougemont’s 
accuracy in every minute particular. 
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WAS born in 
Paris, in the 
year 1844. My 
father was a 
fairly prosper- 
ous man of business—a 
wholesale shoe merchant, 
in fact; but when I was 
about ten years old, my 
mother, in consequence 
of certain domestic dif- 
ferences, took me to live 
with her at Montreux, and 
other places in Switzer- 
land, where I was edu- 
cated, 


me tOs Teturn tO rance 
and report myself as a 
conscript ; but against this 
my mother resolutely set 
her faces pels faneyeamy. 
father wanted me to take 
up the army as a career, 
but in deference to my 
mother’s wishes I _ re- 
mained with her in Swit- 
zerland for some time 
longer. She and:t had 
many talks about my 
future, and she advised 
me to take a trip to the 
East and see what the 
experience of travel would 
do forme. Neither of us 
had any definite project 
in view, but at length my 
mother gave me about 
7,000 francs and I set out 
for Cairo, intending even- 
tually to visit some of the 
French possessions in the 
Hane Wasteabae there, ib 
possible, carve out a career 
for myself. I only stayed 
a few days in the wonder- 
ful metropolis of Fgypt 
its noises, its cosmopolitan- 


Boys soon begin 

Marly to-display their 
bent, and mine, 
curiously enough, was in 
the direction of geology. 
I was constantly bringing 
home pieces of stone and 
minerals, and asking ques- 
tions about their origin 
and history. My dear 
mother encouraged me in 
iseer and edaterm: Os. 1 
frequently went to Frei- 
burg, in the Black Forest, 
to get a practical insight 
into smelting. When I ism, its crowds-—these and 
was about nineteen, how- many other considerations 
ever, a message arrived M. LOUIS DE ROUGEMONT. drove me from the city, 


: : fi Phot i the offices of “‘ The Wide Tiga 2 Oey 
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I had not been many days in that place 
when, chancing to make inquiries 
at a store kept by a Mr. Shakespeare, 
I was casually introduced to a Dutch pearl- 
fisher named Peter Jensen. This was in 1863. 
We grew quite friendly, and he told me that he 
had a small forty-ton schooner at Batavia, named 
the Veze/land, in which sturdy little craft he used 
to go on his pearling expeditions. 

ey am now,” he said, “about to organize a 
trip to some pearling erounds off the south of 
New Guinea, but I have not sufficient capital to 
defray the preliminary expenses.” 

This hint I took, and I offered to join him. 
He at once agreed, and we commenced our pre- 


I Meet 
Jensen. 


“I ARRANGE TO GO PEARL FISHING WITH PETER JENSEN.” 


parations without delay. Now, when a pearler 
engaged a crew of native divers in those days, 
he had to deposit beforehand with the Dutch 
Government a certain sum for each man enter- 
ing his service, this money being a guarantee 
that the man would get his wages. Well, I 
placed practically all ee money that I had with 
me at Captain Jensen’s disposal, provided he 
gave mea share in the venture we were about 
to undertake. ‘We will not,” he said, “ draw 
up an agreement here, but we will do so at 
Batavia,” and forthwith we set sail for that 
place. Here the contract was duly drawn up, 


WIDE WORLD 


MAGAZINE. 


and the vessel fitted out for the voyage. We 
next went over to the islands of the Dutch 
Archipelago and engaged forty experienced 
Malay divers to accompany us. Jensen was 
very particular in selecting the men, each being 
required to demonstrate his capabilities before 
us. <A native serang, or “ boss,” was appointed 
as chief, or foreman, Over the Malays, and he 
was permitted to take with him his wife and 
her maid. 

At last everything was ready, and when 

Peasing. We Sailed for the pearling grounds, 

our crew numbered forty-four all told, 
not including a fine dog that belonged to the 
captain. This dog, which played so important 
—nay, so vitally important—a part in my 
strange after-life, was given to Jensen at 
Batavia. 

As you may suppose, my knowledge of 
seamanship was very limited indeed, but 
my friend, Peter Jensen, interested himself 
in me very much, so that I soon began to 
pick up a good deal of useful knowledge. 
We passed a great many beautiful tropical 
islands on our way, and occasionally we 
landed on one of them to buy fresh pro- 
visions, in the shape of fowls, pigs, fruit, 
etc. We then set sail for the coast of New 
Guinea. The voyage thence was accom- 
plished without the slightest hitch, the 

divers spending most of their time in 

singing and playing like little children, 
in the best of good spirits. Our good 
craft only drew between 7ft. and 8ft. of 
water, so that we were able to venture 
very close in-shore whenever it was n2ces- 
sary. At length, about a month after 
starting, we reached a likely spot where 
the captain thought that the precious 
shells might be found ; here we anchored, 

and the divers quickly got to work. I 

ought to have mentioned that we carried 

a large whale-boat, and about half-a-dozen 

frail little “shell” boats for the use of 

the divers. 

‘The comings and goings of the various 
pearling expeditions were of course regulated by 
the weather and the state of the tide. The 
captain himself went out first of all in the whale- 
boat, and from it prospected for shells at the 
bottom of the crystal sea. The water was mar- 
vellously transparent, and leaning over the side 
of the boat Jensen peered eagerly into his sea- 
telescope, which is simply a metal cylinder with 
a lens at the bottom. 

The big whale-boat was followed at a 

Routine. respectful distance by the flotilla of 

smaller boats, each containing from 
four to six Malays. When Jensen discerned a 


THE 


likely spot through his peculiar telescope, he gave 


the signal for a halt, and before you could realize 
what was going to happen, the native divers had 


tumbled out of their boats, and were szdmming 


in a weird way down to the bottom of the trans- 
lucent sea. As arule, one man was left in the 
boat to look after it, whilst the others went 
below. Not only did these. divers wear no 
mechanical “ dress,” but 

they used no stimulants or 

palliatives of any kind to - 

aid them in their work. All 

they carried was a small 

sheath-knife hung from the 
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“* JENSEN USING THE SEA TELESCOPE TO LOOK FOR LIKELY PEARL BANKS.” 


waist by a piece of string. The water for 
the most part was only two or three fathoms 
deep, but sometimes it would be as much 
as eight fathoms, which was the greatest 
depth to which the men cared to go. When he 
reached the’ bottom, the diver would grope 
about for shells, and generally return to the 
surface with a couple; held in his left hand and 
hugged against his breast; the right hand was 
kept free and directed his movements in swim- 
ming. Each diver seldom remained under 
water more than one minute, and on coming to 
the surface he would take a “spell” of perhaps 
a quarter of an hour. 

As fast as the shells were brought into the 
boat they were put into a separate little pile, 
which was respected absolutely, and could be 
always recognised as belonging to its owner. 
The bed of the sea at these pearling grounds is 
usually coral, with innumerable holes of different 
depths and sizes dotted all over it. It was in 
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these recesses that the best shells were mostly 
found. 
The marine vegetation down in these 
Seematiase Seas was always of extreme beauty ; 
there were stately trees that waved 
backwards and forwards, as though under the 
influence of a gentle breeze ; there were high, 
luxuriant grasses, and innumerable plants of 
endless variety and 
Colour. an les coral 
rocks, too, were of gor- 
geous hues — yellow, 
blue, red, and white ; 
but a peculiar thing 
was that the moment 
you brought a piece 
of this rock up to the 
surface, the lovely 
colour it possessed 
whilst in the water 
gradually faded away. 
The illusion of a 
submarine forest was 
further heightened by 
the droves of gaily- 
coloured fishies that 
fitted, in-) andy -out 
among the_ branches. 
The diving expeditions 
went away from the 
ship with the ebb tide, 
and returned with the 
flow. Sometimes their 
search would take 
them long distances 
away, and on one oc- 
casion they were work- 
ing fully ten miles 
from the Vezelland. When the water suddenly 
became rough, rendering the divers unable to 
paddle their own little skiffs back to the 
ship, théy made their way to the whale-boat, 
clambered aboard, and returned in_her, 
trailing their own craft at. the stern. But 
you may be asking, what was I doing 
during these pearling expeditions? Well, I 
was intrusted with the important duty of 
receiving the oysters from the men, and credit- 
ing each with the number he delivered. Thus 
I was always left alone on the ship—save for 
the dog; because even the two Malay women 
frequently. went out diving, and they were 
credited for work done precisely as the men were. 
These divers, by the way, were remarkably 
honest ; they never seemed to trouble about the 
value of the treasure they were constantly bring- 
ing to the surface, and thought themselves well 
paid if they were given plenty of rice and fish, 
turtles’ eggs and fowls, in addition to such 
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luxuries as spices, coffee, and ‘ Brummagem ” 
jewellery, of a kind which is too well known to 


need description. Each expedition would 
be absent perhaps, six hours, and ‘on its 


return each diver generally had between twenty 
These | 


and forty shells to hand over to me. 
arranged in long rows on the 
deck, and I a:ilowed them to 
remain there all night. Next 
day I cleaned them by scraping 
off the coral from the shells, 
and then opened them with an 
ordinary dinner-knife. Of course, 
every oyster did not produce 
a pearl ; in fact, I have opened 
as many as a hundred con- 
secutive shells without finding 
a single pearl. The gems are 
hidden away in the fleshy part 
of the oyster, and have to be 
removed by pressure of the 
thumb. The empty shells are 
then thrown in a heap on one 
side and afterwards carefully 
stowed away, as they constitute 
a valuable cargo in themselves, 
being worth—at that time, at 
any rate (1864)—from £200 
to £250 a ton. All the pearls 
I found I placed in a walnut 
jewel-case measuring about 
14in. by 8in. by 6in. The value 
of the treasure increased day 
by day, until it amounted to 
many thousands of pounds ; 
but of this more hereafter. I 
did not. know much of the 
value of pearls then—how could 
I, having had no_ previous 
experience P 

Captain Jensen, how- 
ane ever, assured me. at 

the end of the season 
that we had something like 
£50,000 worth of pearls 
aboard, to say nothing about the value of 
the shells, of which we had about thirty tons. 
The oysters themselves we found very poor 
eating, and no one on board cared about them, 
Some of the oysters contained one pearl, others 
two, three, and even four. One magnificent 
specimen I came across produced no fewer 
than a dozen fine pearls, but that of course 
was very exceptional. The largest gem I 
ever found was shaped just like a big cube, 
more than an inch Square. It was, however, 
comparatively worthless. Actually the finest 
specimen that passed through my hands was 
about the size of a pigeon’s egg, and of exquisite 


“THE MALAY DIVER SWIMMING TO THE SURFACE 
WITH TWO PEARL SHELLS,” 


colour and shape. Some of the pearls were of 
a beautiful rose colour, others yellow, but most 
were pure white. 

The greatest enemy the divers had to fear in 
these waters was the dreaded octopus, whose 
presence occasioned far greater panic than the 

appearance of a mere shark. 

These loathsome monsters 
would sometimes come and 
throw their horrible tentacles 
over the side of the frail craft 
from which the divers were 
working, and actually fasten on 
to the men themselves, drag- 
ging them out into the water. 
At other times octopuses have 
been known to attack the divers 
down below, and hold them 
relentlessly under water until 
life was extinct. One of our 
own men had a terribly narrow 
escape from one of these fear- 
ful creatures. I must 
explain, however, that 
each evening, when 
the divers returned 
from pearl fishing, they 
roped all their little 
skiffs together and let 
them lie astern of the 
schooner... Well, one 
night the wind rose 
and rain fell heavily, 
with the result that 
next morning all the 
little boats were found 
more or less water- 
logged. Some of the 
Malays were told off 
to go and bale them 
out. Whilst they were 
at work one of the 
men saw a mysterious- 
looking black object 
in the sea, which so 
attracted his curiosity that he dived overboard 
to find out what it was. He had barely reached 


- the water, however, when an immense octopus 


rose into view, and at once made for the 
terrified man, who instantly saw his danger, and 
with great presence of mind promptly turned 
and scrambled back into the boat. 

The terrible creature was after him, 
an Octo. however, and to the horror of the 

onlookers it extended its great flexible 
tentacles, enveloped the entire boat, man, and 
all, and then dragged the whole down under 
the crystal sea. The diver’s horrified com- 
rades rushed to his assistance, and an attempt 
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“THE GREAT OCTOPUS DRAGS MAN AND BOAT BENEATH THE SURFACE.” 


was made to kill the octopus with a_har- 
poon, but without success. Several of his 
more resourceful companions then dived into 
the water with a big net. made of rope, 
which they took right underneath the octopus, 
entangling the creature and its still living 
prey. The next step was to drag up both 
man and octopus into the whale-boat, and this 


done, the unfortunate Malay was at length seizea 
by his legs, and dragged by sheer force out of the 
frightful embrace, more dead than alive. How- 
ever, we soon revived him by putting him ina 
very hot bath, the water being at such a tem- 
perature as actually to blister his skin. It 1s 
most remarkable that the man was not altogethe1 
drowned, as he had been held. under water b: 
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the tentacles of the octopus for rather more than 
two minutes. But, like all the Malays of our 
party, this man carried a knife, which he used 
to very good purpose on the monster’s body 
when first it dragged him under the water. 
These repeated stabs caused 
the creature to keep rolling 
about on the ~surface. ~The 
unhappy man was in this way 
enabled to get an occasional 
breath of air, otherwise he 
must infallibly have been 
drowned. ‘The octopus had 
an oval body, and was provided 
with an extraordi- 
nary number of 
tentacles—six very 
large ones and 
many smailer ones 
of varying sizes. 
It was a horrible- 
looking creature, 
with a flat, slimy 
body, yellowish 
white in colour, 
with black spots, 
and a hideous 
cavity of a mouth, 
without teeth. It 
is the tentacles of the creature that are so 
dreaded, on account of the immense sucking 
power which they possess. 

After this incident the divers always took a 
tomahawk with them on their expeditions, in 
order to lop off the tentacles of any octopus that 
might try to attack them. And, by the way, we 
saw many extraordinary creatures during our 
cruise. I myself had a serious fright one day 
whilst indulging in a swim. 

We had anchored in about five fathoms, 
and when I was proceeding leisurely 
away from the vessel a monstrous 
fish, fully 2oft. long, with an enormous hairy 
head and fierce, fantastic moustaches, sud- 
denly reared up out of the water, high into the 
air. I must say that the sight absolutely 
unmanned me for the moment, and when 
this extraordinary creature opened his 
enormous mouth in my direction, I gave 
myself up for lost. It did not molest 
me, however, and I got back to the ship 
safely, but it was some little time before 

I recovered from the terrible fright. 

Occasionally we were troubled with 
sharks, but the Malays did not appear 
to. be very much afraid of them. On 
the contrary, our divers sought them. 
Their method of capturing sharks, by 
the way, was almost incredible in its 


A Terrible 
Fright. 


“ONE OF 


‘A TERRIFYING MOMENT—A STRANGE MONSTER REARS UP BEFORE ME.” 


simplicity and daring. Three or four of our 
divers would go out ina boat and allow them- 
selves to drift into a big school of sharks. Then 
one man, possessed of more nerve than the rest, 
would bend over the side and smartly prick 
the first shark "he 
came across with 
a spear taken out 
for the purpose. 
The moment he 
had succeeded in 
this the other 
occupants of the 
boat would com- 
mence yelling and 
howling at the top 
of their voices, at 
the vsamestime 
beating the water 
with their paddles, 
in order to frighten 
away the sharks. 
This invariably 
succeeded meDut, 
amazing to relate, 
the shark that had 
beens pre cec 
always came back 
alo nega tear 
minutes later to see what it was that had 
pricked him. When he is seen coming in 
the direction of the boat, the Malay who has 
accosted him in this way quietly dives overboard, 
armed only with his small knife and a short 
stick of hard wood, exactly like a butcher’s 
skewer, about five inches in length, and pointed 
at each end. | 

The man floats stationary on the 
Patraordinas, surface of the sea, and, naturally, 

the shark makes for him. As the 


creature rolls over to bite, the wily Malay glides 
out of his way witha few deft strokes of the 
left hand, whilst with the right he deliberately 
plants the pointed skewer in an upright position 
between the open jaws of the expectant shark. 


OUR DIVERS PLANTING HIS ‘ SKEWER’ BETWEEN THE SHARK’S JAWS.”? 


* pearls, our food and 


The result is simple, but surprising. The shark 
is, of course, unable to close its mouth, and 
the water just rushes down his throat and 
drowns him. Needless to remark, it requires 
the greatest possible coolness and nerve to kill 
a shark in this way, but the Malays look upon 
it as a favourite recreation and an exciting sport. 
When the monster is dead its slayer dexterously 
climbs on to its back saddlewise, and then, 
digging his knife into the shark’s head to serve 
as a support and means of-balance, the Malay 
uses his own legs as paddles and so rides the 
carcass, so to speak, 
back to the boat. 
After many adven- 
tures and much luck 
12 the way of getting 


water supply began 
bOraive: outa, Lhis 
induced Captain 
Jensen to make for 
the New Guinea 
main» in order to 
replenish his stores. 
We soon reached a 
likely spot on the 
coast, and obtained 
all that we wanted <. 


{rom.the natives by ‘“THE MALAY RIDING THE DEAD SHARK BACK TO THE BOAT.” 


means of barter. 
We gave them tomahawks, knives, 
Trading hoop-iron, beads, turtles, and bright- 
Natives. coloured cloth. Indeed, so friendly 
did our intercourse become that parties 
of our divers often went ashore and joined the 
Papuans in their sports and games. ‘The head- 
man, or chief, took quite an interest in me, and 
never seemed tired of conversing with me and 
pointing out the beauties of the country. He 
even showed me a certain boundary which he 
advised us not to pass, as the natives beyond 
were not under his control. One day, however, 
a party of our Malays, accompanied by myself, 
imprudently ventured into the forbidden country, 
and soon came toa native village, at which we 
halted. ‘The people here were suspicious of us 
from the first, and when one of my men 
indiscreetly offended a native half the village 
rose against us, and we had to run for our 
lives. We made the best of our way to 
the coast again, where the friendly chief 
interceded with the indignant tribesmen on our 
behalf, and succeeded in pacifying them. On 
reaching the ship, Jensen complained to me 
ominously that he was getting fairly swamped 
with natives, who persisted in coming on board 
with fruit and vegetables for barter. He said 
he was getting quite nervous about the crowds 
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that swarmed over the vessel, the natives going 
up and down as though they had a perfect right 
to do so. 

eedon te likes it; said * ther captain) 
Impeubiee “and I shall have to put my foot 


Trouble. 
down.” 
Next morning, when the usual batch of native 


canoes came alongside, we declined to allow a 
single man on board. While we were explaining 
this to them, the chief himself arrived, accom- 
panied by half-a-dozen notables, most of whom I 
knew. They were all full of dignity and anticipa- 
tion. Captain Jensen, 
however, was obdu- 
rate; and refused 
permission to any- 
one to come aboard. 
That was enough for 
the chief.. He went 
away in high dud- 
geon, followed im- 
mediately by all the 
other canoes and 
their occupants. 
When all had disap- 
peared, a curious 
stillness came over 
the ship, the sea, and 
the tropical coast, 
and a strange sense 
of impending danger 
seemed to oppress all of us. We knew that 
we had offended the natives, and as we could 
not see a single one of them on the beach, it was 
pretty evident that they were brooding over their 
grievance. We might have weighed anchor and 
made for the open sea, only unfortunately there 
was a perfect calm, and our sails, which were set 
in readiness for a hasty departure, hung limp and 
motionless. Suddenly, as we stood looking out 
anxiously over the side in the direction of the 
shore, we were amazed to see at least twenty 
fully-equipped war-canoes, each carrying from 
thirty to forty warriors, rounding the headland, 
some little distance away, and making straight 
for our ship. Now, my shrewd Dutch partner 
had anticipated a possible attack, and had 
accordingly armed all the Malays with toma- 
hawks, in readiness for any attempt that might 
be made to board the schooner. We had also 
taken off the hatches, and made a sort of fortifi- 
cation with them round the wheel. 
Jensen and I armed ourselves with 
Preparing guns, loaded our little cannon, and 
Attack: prepared to make a desperate fight 
for our lives against the overwhelming 
odds. In spite of the danger of our position, 
I could not help being struck with the 
magnificence of the spectacle presented by the 


great fleet of boats, now fast advancing towards 
us. The warriors had all assumed their fighting 
decorations, with white stripes painted round 
their dusky bodies to strike terror into the 
beholder. ‘Their head-dress consisted of many- 
coloured feathers projecting from the hair, which 
they had matted and caused to stand bolt 
upright from the head. Each boat had a prow 
about 3ft. high, surmounted by a grotesquely- 
carved figure-head. “The war-canoes were pro- 
pelled by twelve men, paddling on either side. 
When the first came within hailing distance I 
called out and made signs that they were not 
to advance unless their intentions were peaceful. 
By way of reply, they merely brandished their 
bows and arrows at us. ‘There was no mistaking 
their mission. 

It was now quite evident that we should have 
to make a fight for it, and the natives were 
coming to the attack in such numbers as easily 


ee ee “JENSEN SENDS A CHARGE OF 
pea ae GRAPE-SHOT INTO THE 
WAR-CANOES,” 
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to overwhelm us if they once got on board. 
Our position was rendered still more awkward 
by the fact that all round the ship ropes were 
hanging down to the water, up which our divers 
used to climb on their return from the day’s 
pearling. We had not even time to haul up these 
ropes, and the enemy would certainly have 
found them very useful for boarding purposes 
had they been allowed to get close enough. It 
was therefore very necessary that some decisive 
step should be taken at once. While we were 
debating what was best to be done, we were 
suddenly greeted by a shower of arrows fron 
the leading war-canoe, and without waiting any 
longer I fired at the leader, who was standing in 
the prow, and bowled him over. The bullet went 
right through his body, and then bored a hole low 
down in the side of the canoe. The amazement 
of the warriors on hearing the report and seeing 
the mysterious damage done is quite beyond 
description ; and before they could recover 
from their astonishment Jensen sent a charge 
of grape-shot right into their midst, which 
shattered several of the canoes and caused a 
general halt in the advance. 

Again I made signs to them not to 
advance, and they seemed undecided what 
to do. Jabbering consultations were held, 
but while they were thus hesitating ten more 
canoes swung round the headland, and their 
appearance seemed to give the advance guard 

fresh courage. 


Once more they 
*aovegen made for our ship, 
but I was ready for 
them with the little cannon 
we had on board, which had 
So again been loaded with grape 
3 after the first discharge. With 
; a roar this belched forth a 
4 second deadly hail against 
* the advancing canoes, and 
. the effect was to demoralize 
them completely. One of the 
boats was shattered to pieces, 
and nearly all the men in it 
were more or less. seriously 
wounded, whilst the occu- 
pants of several other canoes 
received injuries. 

Quite a panic now ensued, 
and the fleet of canoes got 
inextricably mixed. Several showers of arrows, 
however, descended on our deck, and some 
of them penetrated the sails, but no one was 
injured. The natives were too much afraid 
to advance any farther, and as a wind had now 
Sprung up we deemed it time to make a race for 
liberty. We therefore quietly slipped our anchor. 


and, heading the ship for the open sea, glided 
swiftly past the enemy’s fleet, whose gaily 
decked, though sorely bewildered, warriors 
greeted us with a Parthian flight of arrows as we 
raced by. In another half-hour we were well 
out to sea, and able to breathe freely once more. 
This adventure made our Malay crew very 
anxious to leave these regions. ‘They had not 
forgotten the octopus incident. either, and they 
now appointed their serang to wait upon the 
captain—a kind of “one-man” deputation—to 
persuade him, if possible, to Sail for fresh fishing- 
grounds. At first Jensen tried to persuade 
them to wemain in the same __ latitudes, 
which is not to be wondered at, seeing 
the harvest he had secured; but they would 
not listen to this, and at last he was com- 
pelled to direct his ship towards some other 
quarter. Where he took us to I cannot say, but 
in the course of another week we dropped 
anchor in some practically unexplored fishing- 
grounds, and got to work once more. Our luck 
was still with us, and we continued increasing 
every day the value of our already substantial 
treasure. 
One morning, as I was opening the 
TOeicane smells as usual, out; dropped three 
none miagniiicentaplack peatise. «1 eazed at 
them, fascinated—why, I know not. 
Ah! those terrible three 
black pearls ; would to 
God they had never 
been found! When I 
showed them to the 
captain he became 
very excited, and said 
that.-as« theyowere 
worth nearly all the 
others put together, it 
would be well worth 
our while trying to find 
more like them. Now, 
this meant stopping at 
sea longer than was 
either customary or 
advisable. The pearl- 
ing season was practi- 
cally at an end, and 
the change of mon- 
soons was actually 
due, but still the cap- 
tain had got the ‘‘ pearl 
fever” very badly and 
flatly refused to leave. 
He kept on saying that 
there must be quantities of black pearls to 
be obtained ; the three we had found could not 
possibly be isolated specimens, and so on. 
Accordingly, we kept our divers at work day 
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after day as usual. Of course, I did not know 
much about the awful dangers to which we were 
exposing ourselves by remaining out in such 
uncertain seas when the monsoons were due to 
change ; and I did not, I confess, see any great 
reason why we should zo¢ continue pearling. 

The pearl - fishing season, as I afterwards 
learned, extends from November to May. 
Well, May came and went, and we were still 
hard at work, hoping that each day would bring 
another haul of black pearls to our store of 
treasure ; 1n this, however, we were disappointed. 
And yet the captain became more determined 
than ever to find some. He continued to take 
charge of the whale-boat whenever the divers 
went out to work, and he personally superin- 
tended their operations. As the days passed, 
I thought the weather showed indications of a 
change; for one thing, the aneroid began 
jumping about in a very uneasy manner. I 
called Jensen’s attention to the matter, but he 
was too much interested in his hunt for black 
pearls to listen to me. 

And now I pass to the fatal day that 
Mernings Made me an outcast from civilization 
for so many weary years. Early one 

morning in July, 1864, my partner Jensen went 
off as usual with the whole of his crew of Malay 
divers, leaving me absolutely alone in charge of 
the ship. ‘The women 
had often accompanied 
the divers on their ex- 
peditions, and did so 
on this occasion, being 
rather expert at the 
work, which they 
looked upon as sport. 

Whenever I look 
back upon the events 
of that dreadful day, I 
am filled with astonish- 
ment that the captain 
should have been so 
mad as to leave the 
ship at all. Only an 
hour before he left a 
tidal wave broke over 
the stern, and flooded 
the cabins with a 
perfect deluge. ‘This 
in itself was a clear 
and ominous _indica- 


‘¢ | FIND THE FATAL THREE BLACK PEARLS.” tion of atmospheric 


disturbance ;_ but all 
that poor Jensen did 
was to have the pumps set to work, and 
after the cabins were comparatively dry he 
proceeded once more to the pearl banks that 
fascinated him so, and on which he probably 
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sleeps to this day. I watched the fleet of little 
boats following in the wake of the captain’s 
whale-boat, until they were some three miles 
distant from the ship, when they stopped for 
preparations to be made for the work of diving. 
I had no presentiment whatever of the cata- 
strophe that awaited them and me. 

A cool, refreshing breeze had been blowing 
up to this time, but the wind now developed a 
sudden violence, and the sea was lasbed into 
huge waves that quickly swamped nearly every 
one of the little canoes. Fortunately, they 
could not sink, and as I watched I saw that the 
Malays who were thus thrown into the water 
clung to the sides of the little boats, and made 
the best of their way to the big craft in charge 
of Captain Jensen. Every moment the sea 
became more and more turbulent as the wind 
quickened to a hurricane. When all the 
Malays had scrambled into the whale-boat, they 
attempted to pull back to the ship, but I could 
see that they were unable to make the slightest 
headway against the tremendous sea that was 
running. 

On the contrary, I was horrified to 

see that they were gradually drifting 
Drittauayaway from me, and being ~carned 

farther and farther out across the 
illimitable sea. I was nearly distracted at the 
sight, and I racked my brains to devise 
some means of helping them, but could think 
of nothing feasible. I thought first of all of 
trying to slip the anchor and let the ship 
drift in their direction, but I was by no means 
sure that she would actually do this Besides, 
I reflected, she might strike on some of the 
insidious coral reefs that abound in those 
fair but terribly dangerous seas. So I came to 
the conclusion that it would be better to let her 
remain where she was—at least, for the time 
being. Moreover, I felt sure that the captain, 
with his knowledge of those regions, would 
know of some island, perhaps not very far 
distant, on which he might run his boat for 
safety until the storm had passed. 

The boats receded farther and farther from 
view, until, about nine in the morning, I lost 
sight of them altogether. They had started out 
soon after sunrise. It then occurred to me that 
I ought to put the ship into some sort of condi- 
tion to enable her to weather the storm, which 
was increasing instead of abating. This was 
not the first storm I had experienced on 
board the Veze/land, so I knew pretty well what 
to do. First of all, then, I battened down the 
hatches, and covered them with tarpaulin ; this 
done, I made every movable thing on deck as 
secure as I possibly could. Fortunately all the 
sails were rolled up at the time, so I had no 
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trouble with them. By mid-day it was blowing 
so hard that I positively could not stand upright, 
but had to crawl about on my hands and knees, 
otherwise I should have been hurled overboard. 
I attached to myself a long rope, and fastened 
the other end to one of the masts, so that in the 
event of my being washed into the raging sea, I 
could pull myself on board again. 

Blinding rain had been falling most 
fe'snin, Of the time, and the waves came 

dashing over the deck as though 
longing to engulf the little ship, but she rode 
them all in splendid style. The climax was 
reached about two o’clock, when a_ perfect 
cyclone was raging, and the end seemed very 
near for me. One terrific gust carried away 
the sails with a fiendish shriek. It made me 
shudder to listen to the wind screaming and 
moaning round the bare poles of the sturdy 
little vessel, which rose on veritable mountains 
of water and crashed as suddenly into seething 
abysses that made my heart stand still. ‘Then 
the weather suddenly became calm _ once 
more—a change that was as unexpected as the 
advent of the storm itself. The sky, however, 
continued very black and threatening, and 
the sea was still somewhat boisterous, but 
both wind and rain had practically subsided, 
and I could look around me without feeling 
that: -if I stirred. I was a doomed@imani tf 
clambered up the lower portion of the main 
rigging, but only saw black, turbulent waters, 
hissing and heaving, and raging on every side, 
and seemingly stretching away into infinity. 
With terrible force the utter awfulness and 
hopelessness of my position dawned upon me, 
yet I did not despair; I trusted in God. I next 
thought it advisable to slip my anchor, and 
let the ship drift, for I still half fancied that 
perhaps I might come across my companions 
somewhere. Before I could free the vessel, 
however, the wind veered completely round, and, 
to my horror and despair, sent a_ veritable 
mountain of water on board that carried away 
nearly all the bulwarks, the galley, the top of 
the companion-way, and, worst of all, completely 
wrenched off the wheel. Compasses and charts 
were all stored in the companion-way, and were, 
therefore, lost for ever. Then, indeed, I felt 
the end was near. Fortunately, I was forward 
at the time, or I must inevitably have been 
swept into the appalling waste of whirling, 
mountainous waters. ‘This lashing of myself to 
the mast, by the way, was the means of saving 
my life time after time. Soon after the big sea 
—which I had hoped was a final effort of the 
terrible storm—the gale returned and blew in 
the opposite direction with even greater fury 
than before. I spent an awful time of it the 
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whole night long, without a soul to speak to 
or help me, and every moment I thought the 
ship must go down in that fearful sea. The 
only living thing on board beside myself was 
the captain’s dog, which I could occasionally 
hear howling dismally in the cabin below, where 
I had shut him in when the cyclone first burst 
upon me. 

Among the articles carried overboard 
pou cntn Dye thes big seagsthat simasied, the 
Waters.” wheel was a large cask full of oil, 

made from turtle fat, in which we 
always kept a supply of fresh meats, consist- 
ing mainly of pork and fowls. ‘This cask 
contained perhaps twenty gallons, and when it 
overturned, the oil flowed all over the decks 
and trickled into the sea. The effect was simply 
magical. Almost immediately the storm-tossed 
waves in the vicinity of the ship, which hitherto 
had been raging mountains high, quieted down 
in a way that filled me with astonishment. 
This tranquillity remained so long as the oil 
lasted, but as soon as the supply was exhausted 
the giant waves became as turbulent and 
mountainous as ever. 

All night long the gale blew the ship blindly 
hither and thither, and 
it was not until just 
before daybreak that the 
storm showed any signs 
Oigea bat ieee Dyas 1x 
o’clock, however, only a 
slight wind was blowing, 
and the sea no longer 
threatened to engulf me 
and my little vessel. I 
was now able to look 
about me, and see what 
damage had been done, 
and you may imagine 
my relief when I found 
that the ship was still 
sound and water-tight. 
One of the first things 
I did was to go down 
and unloose the dog— 
poor Bruno. ‘The de- 
light of the poor creature 
knew no bounds, and 
he rushed madly up on 
deck, barking frantically 
for his absent master. 
He seemed very much 
surprised to find no one 
aboard besides myself. 

Alas! I never saw 
Peter Jensen again, nor 
the forty Malays and the 
two women. Jensen may 


have escaped ; he may even have lived to read 
these lines. But God only knows what was the 
fate of the unfortunate fleet of pearl-fishers. 
Priggish and uncharitable people may ejaculate : 
‘The reward of cupidity!” But I say, “ Judge 
not, lest ye also be judged.” 

As the morning had now become beautifully 
fine, I thought I might attempt to get out some 
spare sails. I obtained what I wanted from the 
fo’castle, and after a good deal of work managed 
to “bend” a mainsail and staysail. Being with- 
out compass or chart, however, I knew not 
where I was, nor could I decide what course to 
take in order to reach land. I had a vague idea 
that the seas in those regions were studded with 
innumerable little islands and sandbanks known 
only to the pearl-fishers, and it seemed inevitable 
that I must run aground somewhere or get 
stranded upon a coral reef after I had slipped 
the cable. 
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““T AM ATTACKED BY SAVAGES IN THE NARROW STRAIT,” 


However, I did not see what advan- 
Substitute lage was to be gained by remaining 
Rudder. Where I was, so I fixed from the 
stern a couple of long sweeps, or 
steering oars, 26ft. long, and made them answer 
the purpose of a rudder. ‘These arrangements 
occupied me two or three days, and then, when 
everything was completed to my satisfaction, 
and the ship was in sailing trim, I gave the 
Verelland her freedom, and steered due west, 
taking my observations by the sun and my own 
shadow at morning, noon, and evening. For I 
had been taught to reckon the degree of latitude 
from the number of inches of my shadow. After 
a time I altered my course to south by west, 
hoping that I might come upon one of the 
islands of the Dutch Indies, but day after day 
passed without land coming in sight. 

Imagine the situation, if you can: alone on a 
disabled ship in the limitless ocean, tortured 
with doubts and fears about the fate of my 
comrades, and filled with horror and despair 
at my own miserable prospects for the future. 

I did not sail the ship at night, but got out a 
sea-anchor, and lay-to while I turned in for a 
sleep. I would be up at daybreak next morn- 
ing, and as the weather continued beautifully 
fine, I had no difficulty in getting under way 
again. At last the expected happened. One 
morning, without any warning whatsoever, the 
vessel struck heavily on a reef. I hastily con- 
structed a raft, got out a few necessaries, and 
then landed on the rocks. At low tide the poor 
Vewelland was high and dry out of the water, but 
eventually she floated again, and away I went on 
my way—by this time almost schooled to 
indifference. 

For nearly a fortnight after the day of the 
great storm I kept on the same course without 
experiencing any unpleasant incident or check, 
always excepting the curious threatened wreck 
which I have just mentioned. 

Just before dusk on the evening of 
gigneis. the thirteenth day, I caught sight of 
an island in the distance, and I was 
greatly puzzled to see smoke floating upwards 
apparently from many fires kindled on the 
beach. I knew that they were signals of some 
kind, and at first I fancied that it must be one 
of the friendly Malay islands that I was 
approaching. A closer scrutiny of the smoke 
signals, however, soon convinced me that I was 
mistaken. As I drew nearer, I saw a number 
of natives, perfectly nude, moving about wildly 
on the beach and brandishing their spears in my 
direction. 

I did not like the look of things at all, but 
when I tried to turn the head of the ship to skirt 
the island instead of heading straight on, I found 
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to my vexation that I was being carried forward 
by a strong tide or current straight into what 
appeared to bea large bay or inlet. I had no 
alternative but to let myself drift, and soon 
afterwards I found myself in a sort of natural 
harbour three or four miles wide, with very 
threatening coral reefs showing above the surface. 

Still the current drew me helplessly 
Whirlpool. ONWard, and in a few minutes the 

ship was caught in a dangerous 
whirlpool, round which she was carried several 
times before I managed to extricate her. Next 
we were drawn close in to some rocks, 
and I had to stand resolutely by with an 
oar in order to keep the vessel’s head from 
striking. It was a time of most trying 
excitement for me, and~-I wonder to this 
day how it was that the Veze//and did not strike 
and founder then and there, considering 
firstly, that she was virtually a derelict, and 
secondly, that there was no living creature on 
board to navigate her save myself. 

I was beginning to despair of ever pulling the 
vessel through, when we suddenly entered a 
narrow strait, and then I knew that I was in a 
waterway between two islands—Melville and 
Bathurst Islands, as I have since learnt. 

The warlike and threatening natives had now 
been left behind long ago, and I never thought 
of meeting any other hostile people, when just 
as I had reached the narrowest part of the 
waterway, I was startled by the appearance of a 
great horde of naked blacks—giants, every one 
of them—on the rocks above me. 

They were tremendously excited, and 

Savages’ greeted me first of all with a shower 

Attack. of spears.. Fortunately, on encounter- 

ing the first lot of threatening blacks, 
I had prepared a shelter for myself on deck by 
means of the hatches reared up endwise, and so 
the spears fell harmlessly around me. Next, 
the natives sent a volley of boomerangs on 
board, but without any result. Some of these 
curious weapons hit the sails and fell impotently 
on the deck, but the remainder returned to their 
throwers, who were standing on the rocks about 
fifty. yards away. I afterwards secured the 
boomerangs that came on board, and found that 
they were about 24in. in length, were shaped like 
the blade of a sickle, and measured three or four 
inches across at the widest part. They were made 
of extremely hard wood, and were undoubtedly 
capable of doing very considerable injury when 
dexterously and accurately thrown. The blacks 
kept up a terrific hubbub on shore, yelling like 
madmen, and hurling at me showers of barbed 
spears. ‘The fact that they had boomerangs 
convinced me that I must be nearing the Aus- 
tralian mainland. All this time the current was 
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carrying my boat rapidly along, and I had 
soon left the natives jabbering furiously far 
behind me. 

At last I could see the open sea once more, 
and at the mouth of the strait was a little island 
where I thought I might venture to land. As I 
was approaching it, however, another crowd of 
blacks, all armed, came rushing down the beach ; 
they jumped into their catamarans and paddled 
out towards me. 

After my previous experience I deemed 
r¥scare it advisable not to.let them get too 
the Blacks. near, so I hoisted the mainsail again 

and stood for the open sea. ‘here 
was a good supply of guns and ammunition on 
board, and it would have been an easy matter 
for me to have sunk one or two of the native 
boats, and so cooled their enthusiasm a bit; 
but I refrained, on reflecting that I should 
not gain anything by this action. 

By this time I had abandoned all hope of 
ever coming up with my friends, but, of course, 
I did not despair of reaching land, although I 
hardly knew in what direction I ought to shape 
my course. Still, 1 thought that if I kept due 
west, I should eventually sight Timor or some 
other islands of the Dutch Indies, and so, for 
the next three or four days, I sailed steadily on 
without further incident. 

On the fourth day after meeting with the 
hostile blacks, half a 
gale sprang up, and I 
busied myself in putting 
the ship into trim to 
weather the gale, which 
I knew was inevitable. I 
happened to be looking 
over the stern watching 
the clouds gathering in 
dark, grey masses, when 
a strange upheaval of 
the waters took place 
almost at my feet, and 
a huge black fish, like 
an exaggerated porpoise, 
leapt into the air close 
to the stern of my little 
vessel. 

It was a mon- 
“Monster, StTOUS, un- 

gainly looking 
creature, nearly the size 
of a small whale. The 
strange way it disported 
itself alongside the ship 
filled me with all 
manner of doubtings, 
and I was heartily 
thankful when it 


LOUIS DE: ROUGEMONT. 


“A GREAT WAVE DASHES ME ON TO THE 
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suddenly disappeared from sight. ‘The weather 
then became more boisterous, and as the day 
advanced I strove my utmost to keep the ship’s 
head well before the wind, but it was very 
exhausting work. I was unable to keep any- 
thing lke an adequate look-out ahead, and had 
to trust to Providence to pull me through safely. 
All this time I did not want for food. 
Certainly I could not cook anything, but there 
was any quantity of tinned provisions. And I 
fed Bruno, too. I conversed with him almost 
hourly, and derived much encouragement and 
sympathy therefrom. On the morning of the 
fifteenth day I was scanning the horizon with 
my customary eagerness, when suddenly, on 
looking ahead, I found the sea white with the 
foam of crashing breakers, and I knew I must 
be in the vicinity of a sunken reef. I tried to 
get the ship round, but it was too late. I 
couldn’t make the slightest impression upon 
her, and she forged stolidly forward to her 
doom. 
A few minutes later her bottom 
<“VYeinna» came into violent’ contact® with a 
Strikes @ coral reef, and as she grated over 
it, the poor thing seemed to shiver 
from stem to stern. ‘The shock was so severe 


that I was thrown heavily to the deck. 
Bruno could make nothing whatever of it, 
so he found -relief in doleful howls. 


While 
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the vessel remained stuck on the rocks, I was 
looking out anxiously from the rigging, when, 
without a moment’s warning, a gigantic wave 
came toppling and crashing overboard from the 
stern, overwhelming me in the general destruc- 
tion that followed. I was dashed with 
tremendous force on to the deck, and when I 
picked myself up, bruised and bleeding, the 
first thing I was conscious of was a deathly 
stillness, which filled me with vague amazement, 
considering that but a few moments before my 
ears were filled with the roar and crash of the 
breakers. And I could see that the storm was 
still raging with great fury, although not a sound 
reached my ears. 

Gradually the horrible truth dawned 
"Through ee me—L ples ose deaf ! aS 
Big Wave. Dlow on the head from the great wave 

had completely deprived me of all 
sense of hearing. How depressed I felt when 
I realized this awful fact no one can imagine. 
Nevertheless, things were not altogether hope- 
less, for:next morning I felt a sudden crack in 
my left ear, and imme- 
diately afterwards I 
heard once more the 
dull=roargzolathessurt, 
the whistling of- the 
wind, and the barking 
of my affectionate dog. 
My right ear, however, 
was permanently in- 
jured, and to this day 
I am completely deaf 
in that organ. I was 
just beginning to think 
that we .had passed 
over the most serious 
part of the danger, 
when? “to Sinyseuiter 
despair I again heard 
that hideous grating 
sound, and I knew she 
had struck supon 
another reef. She stuck 
there for a time, but 
was again forced on to 
float in deep water. The pitiless reefs were now 
plainly visible on all sides, and some distance 
away I could see what appeared to be nothing 
more than a little sandbank rising a few feet 
out of the waters of the lagoon. 

While I was watching and waiting for develop- 
ments the deck of the vessel suddenly started, 
and she began rapidly to settle down by the 
stern. Fortunately, however, at that point the 
water was not excessively deep. When I saw 
that nothing could save the ship, and that her 
deck was all but flush with the water, I loosened 


several of the fittings, as well as some spars, 
casks, and chests, in the hope that they might 
drift to land and perhaps be of service to me 
afterwards. I remained on board as long as I 
possibly could, trying to build a raft with which 
to get some things ashore, but I hadn’t time to 
finish it. 

Up and up came the _ inexorable 
T Reap jn’? water, and at last, signalling to Bruno 

to follow me, I leaped into the sea 
and commenced to swim towards the sandbank. 
Of course, all the boats had been lost when the 
pearling fleet disappeared. ‘The sea was still 
very rough, and as the tide was against us, I 
found it extremely exhausting work. The dog 
seemed to understand that I was finding it a 
dreadful strain, for he swam immediately in front 
of me, and kept turning round again and again 
as though to see if I were following safely. 

By dint of tremendous struggling I managed 
to’ get'.closé up to theshore sbute tomas 
utterly impossible to climb up and land. Every 
time I essayed to plant my legs. on the beach, 


‘* HOW BRUNO HELPED ME TO LAND.” 


the irresistible backwash swept me down, and in 
my exhausted condition this filled me with 
despair. On one occasion this backwash sent 
me rolling over into deep water again, and I am 
sure I should have been drowned had not my 
brave dog come to my rescue and grasped me by 
my hair, which, I should have explained, was 
very long, never having been cut since my child- 
hood. Well, my dog tugged and tugged at 
me until he had got me half-way through the 
breakers, and this exertion didn’t seem to cause 
him much trouble in swimming. ; 
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I then exerted myself sufficiently to 
Heuped me allow of his letting go my hair, whilst 
Ashore» J took the end‘of his tail between my 
teeth, and let him help me ashore in 

this peculiar way. He was a remarkably strong 
and sagacious brute—an Australian dog—and he 
seemed to enjoy the task. At length I found 
myself on my legs upon the beach, though 
hardly able to move from exhaustion of mind 
and body. When at length I had recovered 
sufficiently to walk about, I made a hasty 
survey of the little island or sandbank upon 
which I found myself. Thank God, I did not 
realize at that moment that I should have to 
spend a soul-killing ¢2vo anda half years on that 
desolate, microscopical strip of sand! Had I 
done so I must have gone raving mad. It was 
an appalling, dreary-looking spot, without one 
single tree or bush growing upon it to relieve 
the terrible monotony. I tell you, words can 
never describe the horror of the agonizing 
months as they crawled by. “My island” was 
nothing but a little sand-spit, with here and 
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sea-level at high water! ‘There was no sign of 
animal life upon it, but birds were plentiful 
enough, particularly pelicans. My tour of the 
island occupied perhaps ten minutes, and you 
may perhaps form some conception of my utter 
dismay on failing to come across any trace of 
fresh water. 

With what eager eyes did I look towards the 
ship then! So long as she did not break up I 
was safe, because there were water and provisions 
in plenty on board the Veze//and. And how | 
thanked my God for the adamant bulwarks of 
coral that protected my ark from the fury of the 
treacherous seas! As the weather had become 
much calmer, and a brilliant moon was now 
rising, I decided to swim back to the ship, and 
bring some food and clothing ashore from her. 

I reached the wreck without much trouble, 
and clambered on board, but could do very 
little in the way of saving goods, as the decks 
were still below water. However, I dived into 
one of the cabins and secured some blankets, 
but I could not lay my hands on any food. 


"Tl TRY TO FORCE THE RAFT AGAINST THE RECEDING TIDE.” 


there a few tufts of grass struggling through 
its parched surface. 
Think of it, ye who have envied the 
The Dreary fate of the castaway on a gorgeous 
and fertile tropical island miles in 
extent! It was Jdarely a hundred yards. in 


length, ten yards wide, and only eight feet above 
Vol, i.—34. 


After infinite trouble I managed to 
wy, make some sort of a raft out of pieces 
of wood I found lying loose and 
floating about, and upon this platform I placed 
the blankets, an oak chest, and one or two 
other articles I proposed taking ashore. But 
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after I had launched it, I found that the tide wa» 
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still running out, and it was impossible for me 
to get anything ashore that night. The w-ather 
was beautifully fine, however, and as the fore- 
part of the ship was well out of water, I decided 
to remain on board and get an hour or two’s 
sleep, which I needed badly. The night passed 
without incident, and I was astir a little before 
dawn. 

As the tide was now favourable, I loosed my 
raft and swam it ashore. When I gained the 
island, I made another survey of it to find the 
most suitable spot for pitching my camp, and 
in the course of my wanderings I made a 
discovery that filled me with horror and #the 
anguish of blackest despair. My curiosity was 
first attracted by a human skull that lay near a 
large circular hole in the sand about two feet 
deep. Upon closer examination I came to 
the conclusion that the hole must have been 
dug by civilized beings with spades, and I 
commenced scratching up the sand with my 
fingers at one side. I had only gone a few 
inches down, when I came upon a quantity 
of human remains. 

The sight struck terror to my heart, 
A Horrible and filled me with the most dismal 

forebodings. “ My own bones,” i 
thought, “will soon be added to the prem 
So great was my agony of mind that I 
had to leave the spot, and interest myself 
in other things; but some time afterwards, 
when I had got over my nervousness, I 
renewed my digging 
operations, and in an 
hour or so had unearthed 
no fewer than sixteen 
complete. @skeletonss— 
fourteen adults, and two 
younger people, possibly 
women ! 

That morning I made 
my breakfast off raw sea- 
eulls’ egys but was unable Ca 
to get anything to drink. ee 
Between nine and ten 
o'clock, as the tide was 
then very low, I made my 


way back to the ship with- ana nS 
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kettle. All these seemingly unimportant finds 
were of vital importance in the most literal 
sense of the phrase, particularly the tomahawk 
and the bow, which were in after years my 
very salvation time after time. 


I was very delighted when I secured 
On the my bow and arrows, for I knew that 
with them I could always be certain 


of killing sea-fowl for food. There was a 
stock of gunpowder on board and a number 
of rifles and shot-guns, but as the former 
was hopelessly spoiled, I did not trouble 
about either. With my tomahawk I cut away 
some of the ship’s woodwork, which I threw 
overboard and let drift to land to serve as fuel. 
When I did eventually return to my little island 


I unravelled a piece of rope, and then tried to 
produce fire by rubbing two pieces of wood 
smartly together amidst the inflammable material. 
It was a hopeless business, however ; a full half- 


out much difficulty, and “, SIGHT THAT STRUCK TERROR TO MY HEART—I FIND A QUANTITY OF HUMAN REMAINS.” 


collected as many things 

as I possibly could to 

transfer ashore. I had to take dangerous 
headers into the cabin, as the whole ship’s 
interior was full of water, but all -I could 
manage to secure were a tomahawk and my bow 
and arrows. I had always taken a keen interest 
in archery, by the way, and had made quite a 
name for myself in this direction long before I 
left Switzerland. I also took out a cooking 


hour’s friction only made the sticks hot, and 
rub as hard as I would I could not produce the 
faintest suspicion of a spark. I sat down 
impotently, and wondered how the savages I 
had read of ever got fire in this way. 

Up to this time I had not built myself a 
shelter of any kind. Af night I simply slept in 
the open air on the sed, with only my blankets’ 


round me. In the morning of the third or 
fourth day I was delighted to find that it was 
possible to reach the wreck by walking along 
the rocks at low tide, and on this occasion I was 
aplestomeet. Out, Of the vessel: some kees” of 
precious water, a small barrel of flour, and a 
quantity of tinned foods. All these, together 
with some sails, spars, and ropes, I got safely 
ashore, and in the afternoon I rigged myself up 
a sort of canvas awning as a sleeping-place, 
using Only some sails and spars. 

Among the things I brought from the ship on 
a subsequent visit were a stone tomahawk—a 
mere curio, obtained from the Papuans—and a 
quantity of a special kind of wood, also taken on 
board at New Guinea. ‘This wood possessed 
the peculiarity of smouldering for hours when 
once ignited, without actually bursting into 
flame. 


As*the most urgent matter was to 


Efforts to kindle a fire, I began experiments with 
a¥ire, my two weapons, striking the steel 


tomahawk against the stone one over 
a heap of fluffy material made by unravelling 
and teasing a piece of blanket. Success 
attended my patient efforts this time, and 
to my inexpressible relief and joy I soon 
had a cheerful fire blazing alongside my impro- 
vised shelter — and, 
what is more, I took 
good care mever fo 
let wt go out during 
em OLE eT IINC dL 
remained a prisoner 
Ofte the =is/ana. Vie 
fire was always my 
first thought, and 
night and day it was 
kept at least smoul- 
dering by means of 
the New Guinea 
wood I have already 
mentioned, and of 
which I found a large 
stock on board. The 
ship itself, I should 
mention, provided 
me with all the fuel 
that was required in 
the ordinary way, 
and, moreover, I was 
constantly finding 
pieces of wreckage 
aleng the shore that 
had been gathered 


in by the restless 
waves. Often—oh ! 
‘often — JI reflected 4 


with a shudder what 


‘fT SCAN THE HORIZON FOR POSSIBLE SAILS,” 
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my fate would have been had the ship gons 
down in deep water. The long, lingering agony, 
the starvation, the madness of thirst, and finally 
a horrible death on that far-away strip of sand, 
and awother skeleton added to that grisly pile! 
The days passed slowly by. In what part of 
the world I was located I had not the remotest 
idea, but I felt that I was altogether out of the 
beaten track of ships, and therefore the prospect 
of my being rescued was very remote indeed— 
thoughts that often caused me a kind of dull 
agony, more terrible than any mere physical 
pain. 
However, I fixed up a flag-staff on the 
Flazctar, highest point of the island—poor 
island ; ¢af was not many inches— 
and floated an ensign wpside down from 
it, in the hope that this signal of distress 
might be sighted by some _ stray vessel, 
and indicate the presence of a _ castaway 
to those on board. Every morning I made 
my way to the flag-staff, and scanned the 
horizon for the possible sight of a sail, but 1 
always had to come away disappointed. ‘This 
became a habit; yet, so eternal is hope, that 
day by day, week by week, and month by 
month the bitter disappointment was always 
a keen torture. I was usually astir about sun- 
rise. I knew that the sun rose about 6 a.m. 
in those tropical seas and set at 6 p.m.—there 
was very little variation all the year round. A 
heavy dew descended at night, which made the 
air delightfully cool, but in the day it was so 
frightfully hot that I could not bear the weight 
of ordinary clothes upon my person, so I tock 
to wearing a silk shawl instead, slung looscly 
round my shoulders and body. 
ate Tae. 
ets. abandoned 
Clothes 
altogether. I found 
that when a rent 
appeared the sun 
blazed down through 
itand raised a painful 
blister. On the other 
hand, by going per- 
fectly nude, ‘and 
taking constant sea 
baths, Is sutfered 
scarcely at all from 
the scorching tropical 
sun. I devoted all my 
energies to the wreck 
of the Veze/land, lest 
anything should 
happen to it, and I 
worked with feverish 
energy to get every- 
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thing out of the ship I possibly could. It took 
me some months to accomplish this, but 
eventually I had removed ashore even the 
greater part of the cargo of pearl shells. ‘The 
work was rendered particularly arduous in con- 
sequence of the decks being constantly under 
water, and I found it was only at the full and 
new moons that I could actually walk round on 
the rocks to the wreck. In course of time the 
ship began to break up, and I materially assisted 
the operation with my invaluable tomahawk, 
The casks of flour that I floated ashore were 
very little the worse for their immersion ; in fact, 
the water had only soaked through to the depth 
of a couple of inches, forming a kind of protect- 
ing wet crust, leaving the inner part perfectly 
dry and good. Much of this flour, however, 
was afterwards spoiled by weevils, nor did my 
spreading out the precious 
erain in the sunlight save it 
from at least partial destruc- 
tion. I also brought ashore 
bags of beans, rice, and 
maize; cases of preserved 
milk and vegetables, and 
innumerable other articles ‘* 
of food, besides some small 
casks of oil and rum. In 


fact, I stripped the ship’s ah pe a0 


interior of everything, and at 
the end of nine months very 
little remained of her on the rocks but the bare 
skeleton. I moved all the things out day by 
day according to the tides. In a large chest 
that came ashore from the captain’s cabin | 
found a stock of all kinds of seeds, and 1 
resolved to see whether I could grow a little 
corn. I knew, however, that salt water will not 
nourish plants, and I was equally certain I could 
not spare fresh water from my own stock for 
this purpose. 
At any rate, I set my wits to work, 
Growing and at ‘length -decidedq@gupon an 
Turtle’s interesting experiment. I filled a 
large turtle shell with sand and a little 
clay, and thoroughly wetted the mixture with 
turtle’s blood, then stirring the mass into a 
puddle and planting corn seeds in it. 

They quickly sprouted, and flourished so 
rapidly, that within a very short time I was able 
to transplant them—always, however, nourishing 
them with the blood of turtles. This most 
satisfactory result induced me to extend my 
operations, and I soon had quaint little crops of 
blood-sprinkled maize and wheat growing in 
huge turtle shells. 

For a long time I was content with the simple 
awning I have described as a place of shelter, 
but when I began to recover the pearl shells 


THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 


from the ship, it occurred to me that I might use 
them to build some kind of a hut with. There 


were about thirty tons of pearl shells on board, 

and at first I took to diving for them merely as 
a sort of pastime. 

I spent many weeks getting enough 

My House : E 1 ‘ F 

of Pearl shells ashore to build a couple of 

Shets: parallel walls, each about 7ft. high, 


aft. thick, and oft. in length. The breeze 


SSHILLING THE TURTLE-SHELLS WITH BLOOD AND 
PUDDLE FOR THE PROPAGATION OF CORN.” 


blew gratefully through them. I 
filled the interstices of these walls 
with a puddle of clayey sand 
and water, covered in with canvas, and made 
quite a comfortable living place out of it. The 
walls certainly had a high commercial value ! 
When the wet season set in I built a third wall 
at one end, and erected a sort of double awning 
in front, under which I always kept my fire 
burning. I also put a straw thatch over the 
hut, proudly using my own straw which I had 
grown with blood. The kettle I had saved 
from the wreck was. for a long time my only 
cooking utensil, so when I had anything to 
prepare I generally made an oven in the sand, 
after the manner of the natives I had met on 
the New Guinea main. I could always catch 
plenty of fish—principally mullet ; and as for 
fowls, all that I had to do was to walk over to 
that part of the island where they were feeding 
and breeding, and knock them over with 
a stick. I made dough-cakes from the flour 
whilst it lasted. And I had deputies to 
fish for me; I mean the hundreds of pelicans. 
The birds who had little ones to feed 
went out in the morning, and returned in 
the afternoon, with from three to ten pounds 
of delicious fresh fish in their pouches. 

How the On  alighting -OnmtiE island they 
Pelicans emptied their pouches on the sand— 


Fished for 
me- too often, I must confess, solely for 


THE 


nya Deie bite 
Selfish bachelor 
birds on return- 
ing with full 
pouches jerked 
their catch into 
the air, and so 
swallowed it. It 
used to amuse 
me, however, to 
watch a_ robber 
gull, perched on 
FLicribiee brace le 
theverlyean'd 
neatly intercept- 
ing the fish as it 
fell. ‘These fish, 
with broiled 
turtle meat and 
Cinirecamt cin ts. 
made quite, a 
sim ptuous 
repast. 

After breakfast 
I would have a 
swim when the 
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tide was low and *“1 BUILD MY HOUSE OF PEARL SHELLS.” 


there was no like- 

lihood of sharks being about. A run along the 
beach in the sun until I was dry followed, and 
then I returned to my awning and read aloud to 
myself in English, simply for the pleasure of 
hearing my own voice. ‘The book was an 
English-French Testament I got from the wreck. 
I was a very good linguist in those days, and 
spoke English particularly well long before I left 
Switzerland. After breakfast, my dog and I 
would go out to catch a peculiar sort of fish 


‘““T ROB THE MOTHER PELICANS OF FISH INTENDED FOR THEJR LITTLE ONES,” 


These curious creatures 
have a sharp bony spike about 2in. in length 


called the “ sting-rae.” 


near the tail, and this 
adapted for arrow-heads. 
fish resembled a huge flounder, but the 
tail was long and tapering. They would come 
close in-shore, and I would harpoon them from 
the rocks. ‘The smallest I ever caught weighed 
151b., and I could never carry home more than a 
couple of average weight. ‘They have the power 
of stinging, I believe, electrically, hence their 
name. At all events, I was once stung by one of 
these fish, and it was an experience I shall never 
forget. It fortunately happened when I was 
among some friendly blacks, otherwise I question 
very much whether I should be alive to-day. 

I was wading slowly along the 
eStingeac» beach in rather deep water, 

when I suddenly felt a most 
excruciating pain in my left ankle. It 
seemed as though I had just received a 
paralyzing shock from a powerful electric 
battery, and down I fell in a state of 
absolute collapse, unable to stir a finger 
to save myself, although I knew I was 
rapidly drowning. Fortunately the 
blacks who were with me came and 
pulled me ashore, where I slowly re- 
covered. There was only a slight 
scratch on my ankle, but for a long 
time my whole body was racked with 


I found admirably 
The body of the 
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pain, and when the natives got to know of the 
symptoms they told me that I had been attacked 
by a “sting-rae.” 

ut to return to my solitary life on the island. 
The flesh of the sting-rae was not pleasant to eat, 
being rather tough and tasteless, so I used it as 
a bait for sharks. Turtles visited the island in 
great numbers, and deposited their eggs along 
the shore in the most convenient manner. They 
only came on land during the night, at high 
tide; and whenever I wanted a special delicacy, 
1 turned one over on its back till morning, when 
I dispatched it leisurely with my tomahawk. 
The creatures’ shells I always devoted to the 
extension of my garden, which became very 
large, and eventually covered fully two- 
thirds of the island. The maize and cob- 
corn flourished remarkably well, and I 
generally managed to get three crops from 
them in the course of a year. The straw 
came in useful for 
bedding purposes, 
but .as I. found 
the sand-flies and 
other insects be- 
coming more and 
more troublesome 


whilst I lay on the Ee 
uo Tce eae. 7. al - 
ground, I decided Rip 
to try the effect 335 
ofahammock. I « W@W 


made one out of 
shark’s hide, slung 
it in my hut, and 
found Sth att 
answered its pur- 
pose splendidly. 
The great thing was to ward off 
Amusements. the dull agony, the killing depres- 
sion, and manias generally. For- 
tunately I was of a very active disposition, 
and as a pastime I took to gymnastics, even 
as’ | had at) Montreux®~ -ebecamewaymost 
proficient tumbler and acrobat, and could turn 
two or three somersaults on dashing down from 
the sloping roof of my hut ; besides, I became a 
splendid high jumper, with and without the pole. 
Another thing I interested myself in was, the 
construction of a sun-dial. 
I spent many hours devising some 
Paculiar Means whereby I could fashion a 


Vlock. reliabie “clock,” and at last I worked 
out the principle of the sun-dial on 
the sand. I fixed a long stick perfectly upright 


in the ground, and then marked off certain 
spaces round it by means of pegs and pearl 
shells. I calculated the hours according to the 
length of the shadows cast by the sun. I 
always retired at sunset, and rose at sunrise, 
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But, in spite of all that I could do to interest 
or amuse myself, I was frequently overwhelmed 
with fits of depression and despair, and more 
than once I feared I should lose my mental 
balance and become a maniac. A religious 
craze took possession of me, and, strive as 1 
would, I could not keep my mind from dwelling 
upon certain apparent discrepancies in the various 
apostles’ versions of the Gospel. 

I found myself constantly brooding 
Threatened over statements’ made in one form 
Matthew, and in another 


by Seat. 


by St. Luke; and I sconjured upmenaie. 
theological arguments and theories, until I 
was driven nearly frantic. Much as I 


regretted it, I was compelled at last to give 
up reading my New Testament, and by the 
exercise of a strong will I forced myself to 
think about something totally different. 

It took me a long time to overcome this 
re lig voas 
melancholia, 
but] favige- 
tered it in the 
long run, and 
was greatly 
d 6d sahteead 
when I found 
oe =», I could once 
ee = 4 more read 

» ~~ without being 
hypercritical 
and doubtful 
of everything. 
Had I been 
cast on a luxu- 
riant island, 
growing fruits and flowers, and inhabited at 
least by animals—how different would it have 
been! But here was nothing to save the mind 
from madness — merely a tiny strip of sand, 
invisible a few hundred yards out at sea. 

In spite of the apparent hopelessness of my 
position, I never relinquished the idea of 
escaping from the island some day, and accord- 
ingly I started building a boat within a month 
of my shipwreck. 

Not that I. knew anything whatever 

I Begin to about boat-building, but I was con- 
Boat. vinced that 1 could@makewameriuso! 
some sort that would at least float. 

I set to work with a light heart, but I paid 


dearly for my ignorance in bitter, bitter 
disappointment and impotent regrets. For 
one thing, I made the keel too heavy ; 


then, again, I used wood that was absurdly 
thick for the shell, though, of course, I was 
not aware of these things at the time. The 
wreck, of course, provided me with all the 
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woodwork I required. In order to make the 
staves pliable, I soaked them in water for a 
week, and then heated them over a fire, after- 
wards bending them to the required shape. At 
the end of nine months of unremitting labour, 
to which, latterly, considerable anxiety—glorious 
hopes and sickening fears—was added, I had 
built what I considered a substantial and sea- 
worthy sailing boat, raft. or r3ft. long by aft. 
wide. It wasa heavy, ungainly-looking object 
when finished, and it required much ingenuity 
to launch it myself. This I eventually managed 
to do by means of rollers and levers, but the 
boat was frightfully low in the water at the stern. 
It was quite watertight, however, having an outer 
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the boat over that terrible barrier, I waited, and 
waited, and waited, but, alas! only to be dis- 
appointed. My nine weary months of arduous 
travail and half-frantic anticipation were cruelly 
wasted. At no time cculd I get the boat out 
into the open sea in consequence of the rocks, 
and it was equally impossible for me to drag her 
back up the steep slope again and across the 
island, where she could be launched opposite an 
opening in the encircling reefs. So there my 
darling boat lay idly in the lagoon—a useless 
thing, whose sight filled me with heartache and 
despair. And yet, in this very lagoon I soon 
found amusement and pleasure. When I had 
in some measure got over the disappointment 
about the boat, I took to sailing her about in 
the lagoon. I also played the part of Neptune 
in a very extraordinary way. I used to wade out 
to where the turtles were, and on catching a big 


““MY DELIGHT ON LAUNCHING MY. HOME-MADE BOAT,” 


covering of sharks’ green hide, well smeared 
with Stockholm tar, and an inside lining of 
stout canvas. I rigged up a mast, and madea 
sail and oars for my boat. When it floated, I 
screamed aloud with wild delight, and sympa- 
thetic Bruno jumped and yelped in unison. 

When all my preparations were com- 
Appalling Plete, however, and I had rowed out 
Blunderr a little way, I made a discovery that 

Deatvemcrove. mew crazy gl. had 
launched the boat in a sort of lagoon, barred by 
a crescent of coral rocks, over which I could not 
possibly drag my craft into the open sea. 
After the first acute paroxysm of despair— 
beating my head with my clenched fists—I 
consoled myself with the thought that, when 
the high tides came, they would perhaps lift 


six-hundred-pounder, I would calmly sit astride 
on his back. 

Away would swim the startled creature, 
mostly a foot or so below the surface. 
When he dived deeper I simply sat 
far back on the shell, and then he was forced 
fo come up. I steered my queer steeds in 
a curious way. When I wanted my turtle to turn 
to the left, I simply thrust my foot into his 
right eye, and wice-versd for the contrary direc- 
tion. My two big toes placed simultaneously 
over both his optics caused a balt so abrupt 
as almost to unseat me. Before the wet 
season commenced I put a straw thatch on 
the roof of my but, as before stated, and made 
my quarters as snug as possible. And it was a 
very necessary precaution, too, for sometimes it 


Riding on 
Turtles. 
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rained for days ata stretch. It never kept me 
indoors, however, and I took exercise just the 
same, as I didn’t bother about clothes, and I 
rather enjoyed the shower bath. I was always 


ce 


devising means of making life more tolerable, 
and amongst other things I made a. sort 
ot swing, which I found extremely useful 
in beguiling time. I would also practise jump- 
ing with long poles. One day I captured a 
young pelican, and trained him to accompany 
me in my walks and help me in my fishing 
operations. He also acted as a decoy. Fre- 
quently I would hide myself in some grass, 
whilst my pet bird walked a few yards away to 
attract his fellows. Presently he would be joined 
by a whole flock, many of which I shot with my 
bow and arrows, or lassoed. 
But for my dog— 
ie aoe my —almost human 
Bruno—I think I 
must have died: I usedsto 
talk to him just as though 
he were a human being. We 
were absolutely inseparable. 
I preached long sermons to 
him from Gospel texts. I 
told him in a loud voice all 3. 
about my early life and ‘© 
school - days at Montreux ; ite cane ee 
I recounted to him my adven- 
tures from the fatal meeting with poor Peter 
Jensen in Singapore; I sang little chansons to 
him, and among these he had his favourites as 
well as those he disliked cordially. If he did not 
care for a song, he would set up a pitiful howl. 
I feel convinced that this constant. communing 
aloud with my dog saved my reason. Bruno 
seemed to be in such good spirits that I never 
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SERMONS TO BRUNO 
IN A LOUD VOICE.” 


dreamed of anything happening to him, and his 
quiet, sympathetic companionship was one of 
the greatest blessings I knew throughout many 
weird and terrible years. As I talked to him 


os ey 


ss eee are | 


HOW I RODE AND STEERED THE TURTLES.” 


he would sit at my feet, looking so intelligently 
at me that I fancied he understood every word 
of what I was saying. 

When the religious mania was upon 
Sympathy. me, I talked over all sorts of theo- 

logical subjects with my Bruno, and ‘it 
seemed to relieve me, even although I never 
received any enlightenment from him upon the 
knotty point that was puzzling me at that 
particular time. What delighted him most of 
all was for me to tell him that I loved him 
very dearly, and that he was even more valuable 
to me than the famous dogs 
of St. Bernard were to be- 
nighted travellers in the 
snow. 

I knew very little about 
musical instruments, but as 
I had often longed for some- 
thing to make a noise with, 
to drown the maddening 
crash of the eternal surf, I 
fashioned a drum out of a 
small barrel, with shark’s skin 
stretched tightly over the 
open ends. This I beat with 
a couple of sticks as an accompaniment to my 
singing, and as the dog occasionally joined in 
with a howl of disapproval or a yell of joy, the 
effect must have been picturesque if not musical. 
I was ready to do almost anything to drown 
that ceaseless cr-ash, cr-ash of the breakers on 
the beach, from whose melancholy and mono- 
tonous roar I could never escape for a single 
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““BRUNO OBJECTS TO MY MUSIC.” 


moment throughout the whole of the long day 
and the oppressive night. 
Seven weary months had passed away, 
sat When one morning, on scanning the 
horizon, I leaped into the air and 
SCheatnets st awiys GrOC Her eA Sat) JeAesaile 7 
I nearly became delirious with excitement, but, 
alas! the ship was too far out at sea to notice 
my frantic signals. My island lay very low, and 
all that I could make out of the vessel in the 
distance was her sails. She must have been 
fully five miles away, yet, in my excitement, I 
ran up and down 
the beach, shout- 
ing ina frenzy and 
waving my arms 
Migr clle Ope 701. 
CUraGri Ome tive 
attention of some- 
one on board ; but 
it was all in vain. 
The ship, which I 
concluded was a 
Peatlher, kept 
steadily on her 
way, and _ even- 
tually disappeared 
below the horizon. 
Never can I hope 
to) describe the 
gnawing pain at 
my heart as, 
hoarse and_ half 
mad, I sank ex- 
hausted on the 
sand, watching the 
last vestige of the 
ship disappearing. Altogether, I saw five ships 
pass in this way during my sojourn on the island, 
but they were always too far out at sea to notice 
my signals. One of these vessels I knew to be 
a man-o’-war flying the British ensign. I tried 
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to rig up a longer flag-staff, as I thought ti 

original one not high enough for its purpose. 

Accordingly I spliced a couple of long poles 

together, but to my disappointment found 

them too heavy to raise in the air. Bruno 
always joined in my enthusiasm when a sail 
was in sight; in fact, he was generally the 
first to detect their presence, and he would 
bark and drag at me until he had drawn my 
attention to the new sail. And I loved him 
for his tender sympathy in my paroxysms of 
regret and disappointment. The big head 
rubbed coaxingly against my arm, the warm 
tongue licking my hand, and the faithful 
brown eyes gazing at me with a knowledge 
and sympathy that were more than human 

—these I feel sure saved me again and 
again. I might mention that, although my 
boat was absolutely useless for the purpose of 
escape, I did not neglect her altogether, but 
sailed her about the inclosed lagoon for practice 
in the handling of her sails. 

I never feared a lack of fresh water, 
How 1S°¢ for when, in the dry season, the ship’s 
weer StOCkan ana Inyo reserve 110m, the awer 
season were exhausted, I busied my- 
self with the condensing of sea water in my 
kettle, adding to my store literally drop by 
drop. Water was the only liquid I drank, 
all the tea and 
coffee, “thats had 
been carried on 
board having been 
rendered — utterly 
useless. 

The powerful 
winged birds that 
abounded on the 
island one day 
gave me an idea: 
Why not hang a 
message around 
their necks and 
send them forth 
into the unknown? 
Possibly they 
might bring help 
—who knows? 
And with me to 
conceive was to 
Ie sr aN ke aed ey Mate} 
number of empty 
condensed milk 
itis mrad ao 
means of fire, separated from the cylinder 
the tin disc that formed the bottom. On 
this disc I then scratched a message with a 
sharp nail. In a few words I conveyed infor- 
mation about the wreck and my deplorable 
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condition. 
ings. 


I also gave the approximate bear- 

These discs—I prepared several in 

Messages English, French, bad Dutch, German, 

pelicans. 40d Italian—I then fastened round 

the necks of the pelicans, by means 

of fish-gut and shark-hide strips, and away 

across the ocean sped the affrighted birds, so 

scared by the mysterious incumbrance that they 
never returned to the island. 

I may say here that over twenty years later, 
when I returned to civilization, I chanced to 
mention the story about my messenger-birds to 
some old inhabitants at Freemantle, Western 
Australia, when, to my amazement, they replied 
that a pelican carrying a tin disc round its neck, 
bearing a message in French from a castaway, 
had been found many years previously 
by an old boatman on the beach near 
the mouth of the Swan River. 

So appalling was the monotony, 
and so limited my resources, 
that I welcomed with childish 
glee any trifling 
little incident that 
happened. For 


Cheerful 
Visitors. 


a example, one 
lovely night in 
June I heard 
a tremendous 
commotion outside, and on getting up to 
see what was the matter, I beheld dimly 
countless thousands of birds, evidently parrots. 
I went back to bed again, and in the morning 
was a little dismayed to find that my visitors had 
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eaten up nearly all my green corn. And the 
birds were still there when I went forth in the 
morning. They made the air ring with their 
lively chatter, and the uproar they made was as 
music tome. The majority of them had greyish- 
yellow bodies, with yellow beaks and pink 
ruffs, and they were not at all afraid of me. 
I moved about freely among them, and did not 
attempt to drive them out of my corn patch, 
being only too grateful to see so much life about 
me. They rose, however, in great clouds the 
next day, greatly to my regret, and as they soared 
heavenwards I could not help enyying them their 
blessed freedom. | 
I kept count of the long days by means of 
pearl shells, for I had not used up the whole 
cargo in the walls of my hut. 
I put shells side by 
Wonderful Side in a row, one for 


Y Armanae-“eqach day,  wntike the 

a number reached seven, 
one ee and then I transferred one shell 
} eT ows to another place, representing 


the weeks. Another pile of shells 
represented the months; and as 
for years, I kept count of them 
by making notches on my bow. 
My peculiar calendar was always 
checked by the moon. 

Now, I am not a superstitious 
man, so I narrate the following 
extraordinary occurrence merely 
as it happened, and without 
advancing any theory of my own 
to account for it. I had been 
many, many months — perhaps 
more than a year — on that 
terrible little sand-spit, and on 
the night I am describing I 
went to bed as usual, feeling 
very despondent. As I lay 
asleep in my hammock, I 
dreamed a_ beautiful dream. 
Some spiritual being seemed to 
come and bend over me, smiling 
pityingly. So extraordinarily 
vivid was the appurition, that I 
woke, tumbled out of my ham- 
mock, and went outside on a 
vague search. In a few minutes, 
however, I Jaughed at my own folly and turned 
in again, 

I lay there for some little time longer, 
Mysterious thinking about the past—for I dared 
of Hose. not dwell on the future — when 

suddenly the intense stillness of 
the night was broken by a strangely familiar 
voice, which said, distinctly and articulately, and 
encouragingly, “ Je suds avec tot. Soyes sans 


peur. Tu revien- 
ara.” 1 can never 
hope to describe 
my feelings at 
that moment. 

It was not the 
vorce of my. 
father nor of my 
mother, yet it 
was certainly the 
voice of some- 
one I knew and 
loved, yet was 
unable to iden- 
tify. The night 
was strangely 
calm, and so 
startling was this 
mysterious mes- 
sage that instinc- 
tively I leapt out 
of my hammock 
again, went out- 
side and called 
out several times, 
but, of course, 
nothing hap- 
pened) From 
that night, how- 
ever, I never 
absolutely de- 
spaired, even 
when things 
looked their very 
worst. 

Two intermin- 
able years had 
passed away, 
when one day 
the weather sud- 
denly changed, 
aAnGdeastenniole 
gale commenced to blow, which threatened 
almost to wreck my little hut. One morning, 
a few days later, when the storm had abated 
somewhat, I heard Bruno barking wildly on 
the beach. A few seconds afterwards he 
came rushing into the hut, and would not rest 
until I prepared to follow him outside. Before 
doing so, however, I picked up an oar—I knew 
not why. I then followed my dog down to the 
beach, wondering what could possibly have 
caused him to make such a fuss. The sea was 
somewhat agitated, and as it was not yet very 
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light, I could not clearly distinguish things in 
the distance. 
On peering seawards for the third or 
Binge at fourth time, however, I fancied I could 
Last! make out a long, black object, which 
I concluded must be some kind of a 
boat, tossing up and down on the _ billows. 
Then I must confess I began to share Bruno’s 
excitement, particularly when a few minutes 
later I discerned a well-made catamaran, 
with several human figures lying prostrate 
upon tt! 
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The Romance of the Mission Field. 


IV. 


By FREDERICK BURNS. 


Mission work in remote and savage regions popularly presented by means of queer and extraordinary 
photographs and graphic descriptions. 


AM afraid there are a great number 
of people who do not read the ex- 
cellent publications issued by the 
missionary societies. At any rate, 
since the commencement of these 
papers, I have received a great number of letters, 
whose burden is usually: “I had no idea that 
mission work was so interesting, and I fear I 
never troubled myself much about it until I saw 
the photographs in your articles and read the 
interesting letterpress.” Of course, mission work 
is interesting—even fascinating. How could 
it be otherwise when our young men and 
women go forth into the wildest and remotest 
regions of the earth, there to spend their lives in 
daily, and even hourly, communion with heathens 
and savages of the very lowest type? Not 
volumes, but whole libraries might be written 
about the thrilling 
adventures and extra- 
ordinary incidents in 
a missionary’s daily 
life... Slhessheads 
quarters” of- the 
Veatiousv= great 
societies are receiy- 
ing, virtually by 
every mail, extra- 
ordinary photographs 
of the quaint sights 
witnessed by, the 
workers in the field, 


but if the mission- 
aries wrote about 
and photographed 


everything that came 
directly under their 
notice, they could 
not carry out their 
Master’s work in the 
magnificently com- 
plete way character- 
istic of every one of 
them. 

I think you will 
agree with me that 
the photograph re- 
produced - on _ this 
page is one of the 
most extraordinary 
inaginable. It de: 


him what you will—who is under a vow 
not to sit down or rest himself during the 
whole of his tfe. These “holy men” fre 
quently put themselves under some _ perfectly 
preposterous vow, with the object of acquir- 
ing merit in the eyes of the gods, and thus 
being able to confer blessings—for substantial 
considerations — upon the admiring faithful. 
The fakir seen in this photograph has solemnly 
registered a vow in the holy city of Benares not 
to lie down, nor sit down, nor rest himself 
in any way whatsoever as long as he lives. His 
face and body are daubed with the grey ashes 
of burnt cow-dung, and his hair will be seen to 
hang in matted locks around his spare shoulders ; 
also he bears on his forehead the red perpen- 
dicular mark of the Vaischnar sect. Positively 
the only rest he permits himself night or day, 
year in and . year 
out, 1s to lean slightly 
with his elbows on 
the stick of wood 
suspended from a 
bent pole fixed ‘in 
the ground. Whilst 
enduring this appall- 
ing penance the holy 
fakir is gaining 
additional merit by 
telling his beads con- 
stantly. “There —can 
be no manner of 
doubt that these 
men do _ undergo 
most ghastly suffer- 
ings, and yet, some- 
how, they live to a 
fairly old age, and 
never seem to come 
to--omuche sharin: 
Furthermore, as 
every Anglo-Indian 
knows, they possess, 
Or “S€CN) tO" POssess; 
certain apparently 
supernatural powers 
in the way of divina- 
tion, prophecy, and 
miracle working. All 
these are no doubt 
tricks, but they are 


picts a yogi, or fakir, 
or holy man — call 


DEVOTEE UNDER A VOW NEVER TO SIT DOWN OR REST. 
from a Photo. 


tricks of a particularly 
obscure kind. 


BEING A NARRATIVE OF THE MOST 


The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont. 


AMAZING 


EXPERIENCES A MAN-EVER LIVED TO: TELL. 
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pm Y state of mind was perfectly in- 
j/ describable. Here, I thought, are 
some poor shipwrecked creatures 
like myself, and I prayed to God 
that I might be the means of saving 
The prospect of having at length some- 


them. 
one to converse with filled me with unutterable 
joy, and I could hardly restrain myself from 
rushing into the water and swimming out to the 
catamaran, which was still several hundred yards 


away from me. Would it mever draw near? I 
thought, wild with impatience. And then, to 
my horror, I saw that it was closely followed by 
a number of sharks, who swam round and 
round it expectantly. Seeing this, I could 
contain myself no longer. Sternly command- 
ing my dog not to follow me, I waded into the 
waves and swam boldly out to the cata- 

maran, taking good care, how- 
ever, as I swam, to make 
a great noise by shout- 
ing and splashing 
rn Orders to 
frighten away 


the sharks. When eventually 
I did come up to the floating 
platform of logs I found that 
there were four blacks upon 


it—a man, a woman, and 
two boys. “All were lying 


quite prostrate through exhaustion, appatently 
more dead than alive. ‘The sharks still hung 
on persistently, but at length I drove them away 
by beating the water with my oar, with which I 
paddled the catamaran ashore with all possible 
speed. You see, the oar I grasped when Bruno 


came to give the alarm proved of inestimable 
value ; and so all through my marvellous years 
of sojourn among the cannibals an undeniable 
Providence guided my every action; but this 
will be seen from my narrative in a hundred 
amazing instances. I beached the catamaran, 
and carried the four blacks one by one into my 
hut. First of all I tried to revive them with 
cold water, but found they could not swallow. 
Then I-remembered the rum I had 
Revive My saved from the wreck all this time, 
Wisitors. and procuring some I rubbed their 
bodies with it, tied wet bandages round 
their necks, and rolled them about in wet sails, 
in the hope that in this way their bodies might 
absorb the necessary liquid. I had an idea 
that they were dying from want of water. All 
four were terribly emaciated, and in the 
last stages of exhaustion. After 
two or three hours’ treat- 
ment, the two boys 
recovered _ con- 
sciousness, and 
some little 
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time later the man also showed signs of 
reviving, but the woman did not come to 
until the afternoon. None of them, of course, 
were able to walk, and-in the meantime they 
did nothing but drink water. ‘They seemed not 
to realize what had happened or where they 
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were until the following day, and then their 
surprise-—mainly at the sight of me—was beyond 
all description. ‘Their first symptom was one 
of extreme terror, and in spite of every kind 
action I could think of they held out for a long 
time against my advances, although I signed to 
them that I was their friend, patting them on 
the shoulders to inspire confidence, and trying 
to make them understand that I had saved them 
from a terrible death. I fancy they all thought 
they had died and were now in the presence of 
the mysterious Great Spirit. At any rate, it was 
not until they began to eat freely that they grew 
in some measure reconciled to me. Then an 
ungovernable curiosity manifested itself. From 
gazing at me unceasingly, they took to feeling me 
and patting my skin. They made queer, guttural 
sounds with their mouths, evidently expressive 
of amazement; they slapped their thighs, and 
cracked their fingers. 

Next, my belongings came in for in- 
spection, and everything excited 
wonderment and delight to such a 
degree, that I blessed Providence for 
sending me so much entertaining society. My 
hut, with its curious thatched roof, excited vast 
interest, and it was amusing to see the two boys, 
aged respectively about seven and ten, following 
their parents, jabbering incessantly _ - 
themselves, and giving me sly, half- 
terrified glances as they examined 
my implements and utensils. The 
woman was the first to get over her 
fear of me, and she soon grew to 
trust me implicitly; whereas her 
husband never ceased to view me 
with inexplicable suspicion until 
we regained his own country. He 
was a big, repulsive-looking savage, 
with a morose and sullen temper, 
and although he never showed 
signs of open antagonism, yet I 
never trusted him for a moment | 
during the six long months he | 
was my “guest” on the little | 
sand-bank! It seems I un- 
wittingly offended him, and in- 
fringed the courtesy common 
among his people by declining 

to take advantage of a certain 
embarrassing offer which he made 

to me soon after his recovery. 

It may not be anticipating too 
much to say here that the woman 
was destined to play a vitally 
lnportant part in the whole of my 
life, and with her I went through 
adventures and saw sights more 
weird and wonderful than Phobia ali « 


Demonstra- 
tions of 
Amazement, 


WORLD 
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thing I had ever read of, even in the wildest 
extravagances of sensational fiction. But the 
ruling passion was very strong, and one of the 
first things I did was to take my black friends 
down to the beach and show them my old boat 
floating idly in the lagoon. Oddly enough, I had 
in the meantime always taken the greatest care 
of the boat, keeping her bottom clean and 
generally furbishing her up—having, however, 
no particular object in view in doing this. The 
poor little ““ home-made” boat threw the blacks 
into a perfect frenzy of astonishment, and they 
concluded that I must have come from a very 
distant part of the world in so enormous a 
catamaran. As a matter of fact, from that 
moment they looked upon me as most 
certainly a kind of Supreme Spirit from another 
world ; they may have had doubts before. Next 
I showed them the wreck, which was now only 
a bare skeleton of rotting woodwork, still plainly 
discernible among the coral rocks. JI tried to 
explain to them that it was in the larger boat that 
I had come, but they failed to understand me. 
On returning to the hut I put on my 


the Natives Clothes, whereupon their amazement 


Further, WaS so great that I seriously con- 


templated discontinuing my list’ of 


wonders, lest they should become absolutely 


ON RETURNING tO THE HUT I PUT ON MY CLOTHES.” 
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afraid to remain with me. The clothes they 
considered part of myself—in fact, a kind of 
secondary skin. ‘They were terribly frightened 
and distressed, and not one of the four dared 
approach me. 

The blacks did not build themselves any place 
of shelter, but merely slept in the open air at 
night, under the lee of my hut, with a large fire 
always burning at their feet. I offered them 
both blankets and sails by way of covering, but 
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I was never actually afraid of him, but I took 
good care not to let him get possession of any 
of my weapons, and as I had also taken the 
precaution to break up and throw into the sea 
the spears he had brought with him on his 
catamaran, I felt pretty sure he could not do 
much mischief even if he were so disposed. I 
repeatedly told him that with my boat I might 
perhaps some day help him to get back to his 
own country, and I must say that this suggestion 


they refused them, preferring to lie huddled close 
together for warmth. Inthe morning the wofnan 
would prepare breakfast for them, consisting of 
fish (mainly mullet), birds’ and turtles’ eggs, and 
seafowl, to which would perhaps be added some 
little luxury from my own stock. Bruno was a 
long time before he took kindly to the new 
arrivals, probably because they manifested such 
emotion whenever he lifted up his voice and 
barked. 
I think the only thing that roused the 
Bf vtiety father of the family from his sullen 
ment. moods was my extraordinary acrobatic 
performances, which also threw the 
two little nigger boys into hysterics of delight. 
Father, mother, and children tried to imitate 
my somersaults, ‘ wheels,” and contortions, but 
came to grief so desperately (once the morose 
man nearly broke his neck) that they soon gave 
it up. The man would sit and watch :our 


gambols for hours without moving a muscle. 
Vol. i.—43. 
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roused him somewhat from his lethargy, and he 
appeared profoundly grateful. Gradually I 
acquired a slight acquaintance with the extra- 
ordinary language of the blacks, and had many 
a chat with the woman, who also picked up a 
few words of comical English from me. She 
was a woman of average height, lithe and 
supple, with an intelligent face and _ sparkling 
eyes. She was a very interesting companion, 
and as I grew more proficient in her queer 
language of signs, and slaps, and clicks, I learnt 
from her many wonderful things about the 
habits and customs of the Australian aborigines, 
which proved extremely useful to me in after 
years. Yamba, for that was her name, told me 
that when I rescued them they had been blown 
miles and miles out of their course and away 
from their own country by the terrible gale that 
had been raging about a fortnight previously. 
One of my most amusing experiences with the 
blacks was one day when, quite accidentally, 
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Mrs. Yamba caught sight of herself for the 
first time in the little oval looking-glass I had 
hanging up in the hut near my hammock. She 
thoughtlessly took it down and held it close 
up to her face. She trembled, felt the surface 
of the glass, and then looked hurriedly on the 
back. One long, last, lingering look she gave, 
and then flew screaming out of the hut. 
Oddly enough, she overcame her 
Evil Spirits fears later, and, woman-like, would 
Mirrors come and look in the mirror for an 
hour at a stretch, smacking her lips 
all the while in wonderment, and making most 
comical grimaces and contortions to try the 
effect. Mr. Yamba, however, 
was very differently affected, 
for the moment his wife 
showed him his own reflec- 
tion in the glass he gavea 
terrific yell and bolted to 
the other end of the little 
island, in a state of the 
Most*vabject™ tetror.. He 
never overcame his terror 
and distrust of the mirror, 
which he evidently con- 
sidered possessed of life, and 
in reality a kind of spirit to 
be feared and avoided. 

But, of course, the two 
boys found the mirror a 
never - ending source of 
amazement and wonder, 
and were not in the least 
afraid of it after the first 
natural shock of surprise. 
Altogether, I thanked God 


for sending TNC ey eC Ww. “© SHE HELD THE MIRROR CLOSE TO HER FACE.” 


companions; and, as you 

may suppose, they afforded 

me as much entertainment and gratification as 
I and my belongings did them. 

Every evening, before retiring to rest, the 
family squatted round the fire and indulged in 
a mournful kind of chant—singing, as I after- 
wards learnt, the wonders they had seen on the 
white man’s islanc. Sometimes the entertain- 
ment would be attended by a big feast, the 
whole being termed a corroboree. Now, the 
corrovoree 1s virtually the only entertainment, 
relaxation —call it what you will— that the 
Australian aborigine knows, and I shall have 
much to say Jater on concerning this remark- 
able function. But the evening chant must not 
be confounded with the corrodoree. The former 
was the only approach to a “religious service” I 
ever saw, and was partly intended to propitiate 
or frighten away the spirits of the departed, of 
whom the blacks had a great horror. 
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The blacks had been with me two or three 
weeks, when one evening the man approached 
and intimated in unmistakable terms that he 
wanted to get away from the island and return 
to his own land. He said he thought he and 
his family could easily return to their friends on 
the mainland by means of the catamaran that 
had brought them. 

And Yamba, that devoted and mysteri- 
‘Kpove My OUS Creature, solemnly pointed out to 
Home.” me a glowing star far away on the 
horizon. There, she said, lay the 
home of her people. After this I was convinced 
that the mainland could not be more than a 
couple of hundred miles or 
so away, and I determined 
to accompany them on the 
journey thither,in the hope 
that this might form one of 
the stepping-stones to civiliz- 
ation and my own kind. We 
lost no time. One /glorious 
morning we three—Yamba, 
her husband, and myself— 
repaired to the fatal lagoon 
that hemmed in my precious 
boat, and without more ado 
we dragged it up the steep 
bank, across the sand-spit, 
- and then finally, with a tre- 
mendous splash and an 
excited hurrah from myself, 
it glided out into the water, 
a thing of meaning, of escape, 
and of freedom. ‘The boat, 
notwithstanding its long 
period of uselessness, was 
perfectly water-tight and tho- 
roughly seaworthy, although 
still unpleasantly low at the 
stern. Mr. Yamba was impatient to be off, but 
I pointed out to him that, as the wind persistently 
blew in the wrong direction day after day, we 
should be compelled perforce. to deiay our 
departure perhaps for some months. You see, 
Mr. Yamba was not a man who required to 
make much preparation: he thought all we 
should have to do was to tumble into the boat 
and set sail across the sunlit sea. On the other 
hand, I thought of water, provisions, and other 
equally vital necessaries. So Mr. Yamba had to 
rest content for a time, and he grew, if possible, 
more morose and sullen than ever. 
During this period of impatient wait- 
“Gantemimary, ing, we made many experimental 
the Boat. voyages out to sea, and generally 
got the boat into capital trim for the 
great and eventful journey. I saw to it that 
she was thoroughly well provisioned with tinned 
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stuffs—long put on one side for the purpose ; 
and I may say here that at the last moment 
before starting I placed on board three large 
live turtles, which supplied us with meat until 
we reached the Australian main. JI also tooka 
plentiful supply of water, in bags made from the 
intestmnes of birds and fishes ; and in short, as 
far as I was able, I provided everything that was 
necessary for this most important journey. But 
consider fora moment the horrible doubts and 
fears that racked me. I /gucted the mainland 
was not very far away, but you must remember 
I was not absolutely certain how long it would 
take us te reach it, nor could I be sure, there- 
fore, whether I had taken a sufficient supply of 
food and water. Our provisions would, however, 
on a fairly liberal allowance, last a little over 
three weeks. We also carried some blankets, 
nails, tar, and other requisites. The propulsive 
power was, of course, the big lug-sail, which was 
always held loosely in the hand, and never made 
fast, for fear of a sudden capsize. 


Six months had passed away from the 
A Joyful 


Procession, day Of ‘the advent of -my visitors, 

when one morning we all marched out 
from the hut and down to the beach, the two 
and wav- 


plucked 


boys fairly yelling with joy 
ing bunches of green corn 


from my garden, whilst their mother skipped 
gaily hither and thither, and I myself was 
hardly able to control my transports of 
excitement and exhilaration. Even Mr. Yamba 
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beamed upon the preparations for our release. 
I did not demolish my hut of pearl shells, 
but left it standing exactly as it had been 
during the past two and a ha’f years. Nor 
must I omit to mention that I buried my 
treasure of pearls deep in the sand at one 
end of the island, and in all human _ probability 
it’ is’ there at this*moment. -It'1s; ofcourse, 
possible that the precious box has _ been 
washed away in a storm, but more probably 
the contrary is the case, and still deeper layers 
of sand have been silted over this great treasure 
of specimen pearls. I dared not carry anything 
oversza that was not vitally necessary, and what 
good were pearls to me on my fearful journey, 
convoying four other people out into the un- 
known in a crazy, home-made boat? Even 
masses of virgin gold were of very little use to 
me in the years that followed, but of this more 
anon. My condition, by the way, at this time 
was one of robust health ; indeed, I was getting 
quite stout owing to the quantity of turtle I had 
been eating. 

That glorious morning in the last week of 
May, 18—, will ever be graven in my memory. 
As I cast off from that saving but cruel shore, I 
thanked my Maker for having preserved me so 
long and brought me through such awful perils, 


as well as for the good health I had always 
enjoyed. As the boat began to ripple through 
the inclosed waters of the lagoon, the spirits 
of the four blacks rose so high that I was 
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afraid they would capsize the little craft in their 
excitement. 

There was a strong, warm breeze blow- 
toMy islenalNg in our favour, and soon my island 

Hfome’” home was receding swiftly from my 

sight. Yamba sat near me in the 
stern, but her husband curled himself up at the 
opposite end of the boat, and from the time we 
reached the open sea practically until we gained 
the main, he did not relax his attitude of reserve 
and dogged silence. He ate and drank enor- 
mously, however. You would have thought we 
were in a land flowing with milk and honey, in- 
steadiof an open boat with limited provisions 
and an unknown journey in front of us. 

Never once did the 
wind change, so that 
we were able to sail 
steadily and safely on 
night and day, with- 
out deviating in the 
least from our course. 
It was, however, a 
painfully monotonous 
and trying experience 
to sit thus in the 
boat, cramped up as 
we were, day after 
day and night after 
night. About the 
fifth day we sighted 
a small island, and 
landed upon it at 
once solely for the 
purpose of stretching 
our aching limbs. 
This little island was 
uninhabited, and 
covered to the very 
water’s edge with 
dense tropical vegeta- 
tion. It was for me 
a perfectly extraordi- 
nary experience to 
walk about on real 
earth once more, and 
to see beautiful trees 
and plants and 
flowers, after an imprisonment of so many weary 
months on a strip of arid sand. We cooked 
some turtle meat and stayed a few hours on the 
island, after which we entered the boat and put 
off on our journey again. I always steered, but 
Yamba relieved me for a few hours each evening 
—generally between six and nine o'clock, 
when I enjoyed a brief but sound sleep. . The 
man himself never offered to take a spell, 


and I did not think it worth while to trouble 
him. 


Thus night and day we sailed steadily 
the Mais. ON, occasionally sighting sharks and 

even whales, and you may imagine 
my feelings when, early in the morning of the 
tenth day, Yamba suddenly gripped my arm 
and murmured, “We are nearing my home 
at last.” I leapt to my feet, and a few 
minutes afterwards the mainland came hazily 
into view. Instead of heading straight for 
it, however, we made for a_ beautiful island 
that stood in the 
mouth of a large bay, 
and here we landed to 
recuperate for a day 
orso. Immediately 
on our arrival, Yamba 
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‘‘NIGHT AND DAY WE SAILED STEADILY ON.” 


and her husband lit some fires, and made 
what were apparently smoke-signals to their 
friends on the main. ‘They first cut down a 
quantity of green wood with my tomahawk and 
arranged it in the form of a pyramid. Next 
they obtained fire by rubbing together two 
pieces of a certain kind of wood, and as the 
smoke ascended we saw answering smoke- 
signals from the opposite shore. Not long after 
this curious exchange of signals (and the practice 
is virtually universal throughout the whole of 


aboriginal Australia) we saw three catamarans, 
each carrying a man, shooting across towards 
our island. I viewed their approach with mixed 
sensations of alarm and hope. I was in the 
power of these people, I thought. They 
could tear me limb from limb, torture me, 
kill and eat me, if they so pleased; I was 
absolutely helpless. These fears, however, were 
but momentary, and back upon my mind 
rushed the calm assurances I had obtained 
from my clear-eyed mentor, Yamba, to say 
nothing about the mysterious message of hope 
and consolation that had startled the solemn 
stillness of that tropical night. I knew these 
people to be cannibals, for, during the long 
talks we used to have on the island, Yamba 
had described to me their horrid feasts 
after a successful war. Nevertheless, I 
awaited the arrival of the little flotilla 
with all the complacency I could muster, 
but at the same time I was careful to let 
Yamba’s husband be the first to receive 
them. 

And he advanced to meet them. 
Ganong the The new-comers, having landed, 

squatted down some little distance 
away from the man they had come to meet, 
and then Mr. Yamba and they gradually 
edged forwards towards one another, until 
at length each placed his nose upon the 
other’s shoulder. This was apparently the 
native method of embracing. Later Mr. 
Yamba brought his friends to be intro- 
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duced to me, and to the best of my ability 
I went through the same ridiculous ceremony. 
I must say my new friends evinced an almost 
uncontrollable terror at the sight of me. Mr. 
Yamba, however, made it clear that [ was nota 
returned spirit, but a man like themselves—a 
great man, certainly, and a mysterious man, but 
aman all the same. Although by this time my 
skin had become tanned and dark, there was 
seemingly no end to the amazement it caused 
the blacks. They timidly touched and felt 
my body, legs, and arms, and were vastly anxious 
to know what the covering was I had round my 
body. In due time, however, the excitement 
subsided somewhat, and then the new-comers 
prepared more smoke- 
signals to their friends 
on the mainland, this 
time building five separ- 
ate fires in the form of a 
CiECICS 
It was interest- 
Telegiephy.ing to watch 
this remarkable 
method of communica- 
tion. Each fire was set 
smoking fiercely a few 
seconds after its neigh- 
bour had started. Finally, 
the columns of smoke 
united, and ascended to- 
gether in the form of a 
huge pyramid, going up 
a tremendous height 
into the still, hot air. 
‘Lhemmeaning of 
these signals was 
explainedmastOs sine: 
They indicated to 
the people on the 
mainland that the 
advanced guard had 
found me and my 
companions, and 
that, furthermore, 
they might expect 
us to return all 
together almost im- 
mediately. By this 
time, thanks to 
Yamba’s_ able 
and intelligent 
‘ lessons, I was 
Zz able to speak 
the queer lan- 
guage of the 
blacks with 
some show of 
fluency, and I 


could understand them well enough when they 
did not jabber too quickly. 

The next phase of our arrival was that 
“smokes” were ascending in all directions on 
the mainland, evidently calling the tribes from 
far and near. How these smoke-signals gave 
an idea of the white man and his wonders I am 
utterly at a loss to imagine. In the meantime 
Yamba had prepared a great feast for the visitors, 
the principal dish being our remaining big turtle, 
of which the blacks ate a prodigious quantity. 
I afterwards told them that I was in need of a 
prolonged rest, my long journey having wearied 
me, and after this explanation I retired, and 
slung my hammock in a shady nook, where I 
slept undisturbed from shortly before noon until 
late in the day, when my ever faithful Yamba, 
who had been keeping a careful watch, woke 
me and said that the festivities prior to our 
departure were about to take place. 

Much refreshed, I rejoined the blacks, 
Audiazd, and, to their unbounded delight and 

amazement, entertained them for 
a few minutes with. some of Iyepacro- 
batic tricks and contortions. Some of the 
more emulous among them tried to imitate 
my feats of agility, but always came dismally 
to grief-—a_ perform- 
ance that created even 
more frantic merri- 
ment than my own. 
After a little while the 
‘blacks disappeared, 
only to come forth a 
few minutes later with 
their bodies gorgeously 
‘decorated with stripes 
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of yellow ochre and red and white pigments. 
These startling preparations preceded a great 
corroboree in honour of my arrival, and in this 
embarrassing function I was, of course, expected 
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to join. The ceremony was kept up with extra- 
ordinary vigour the whole night long, but all I 
was required to do was to sit beating sticks 
together, and join in the general uproar. ‘This 
was all very well for a little while, but the mono- 
tony of the affair was terrible, and I withdrew to 
my hammock before midnight. 

In the morning I saw a great fleet of 
catamarans putting off from the mainland, and 
in a very short time between fifty and _ sixty 
natives joined our party on the island. ‘Then 
followed the usual greetings and comical ex- 
pressions of amazement—of course, at the sight 
of me, my boat, and everything in it. A few 
hours later the whole crowd left the island, led 
by me in the big boat—which, by the way, 
attracted almost as much interest as I did myself, 
The natives forced their catamarans through the 
water at great speed, using only one paddle, 
which was dipped first on one side and then on 
the other in rapid succession, without, however, 
causing the apparently frail craft to swerve in 
the slightest degree. 

As we approached the new country, 
Mesa, 1 beheld a vast surging crowd of 
excited blacks —men, women, and 

, children, all perfectly naked 


I BEHELD A SURGING CROWD OF EXCITED BLACKS.” 


—standing on the beach. The moment we 
landed there was a most extraordinary rush for 
my boat, and everything on board her was there 
and then subjected to the closest scrutiny. 


THE ADVENTURES 

The people seemed to be divided into clans, 
and when one clan was busy inspecting my im- 
plements and utensils, another was _ patiently 
waiting its turn to examine the white man’s 
wonders. I sat in the boat for some time, fairly 
bewildered and deafened by the uproarious 
jabberings and excited cries of amazement and 
wonder that filled the air all roundme. At last, 
however, the blacks who had come out to meet 
us on the island came to my rescue, and escorted 
me through the crowd, with visible pride, to an 
eminence overlooking the native camping-ground. 
I then learnt that the news of my coming had 
been spread in every direction for hundreds of 
miles; hence the enormous gathering of clans 
on the beach. 

The camping-ground I now found myself upon 
consisted solely of about thirty primitive shelters, 
built of boughs in the most flimsy manner, and 
only intended to break the force of the wind. 
These shelters, or “‘ break-winds,” were crescent- 
shaped, had no roof, and were not in any way 
closed in in front. ‘There were, however, two or 
three grass huts of beehive shape, about 7ft. 
high and toft. in diameter, with a queer little 
hole at the base through which the occupier had 
to crawl. ‘The inside was 
perfectly dark. 

I was told I could 
evtioesepira Vem G1terera 

break-wind of 
boughs or a beehive hut, 
and on consideration I 
chose the latter. My in- 
defatigable Yamba and a 
few of her women friends 
set to work then and there, 
and positively in less than 
an hour the grass hut was 
ready for occupation! I 
did not, however, stay to 
witness the completion of 
the building operations, but 
went off with some self- 
appointed cicerones to see 
the different camps ; every- 
where I was received with 
the greatest enthusiasm and 
manifestations of respect 
and friendship. My simple 
loin-cloth of crimson 
Japanese silk occasioned 
much astonishment among 
the blacks, but curiously 
enough the men were far 
more astonished at my /oof- 
prints than any other attri- 
bute I possessed. It seems 
that when they themselves 
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walk they turn their feet sideways, so that 
they only make a half impression, so to speak, 
instead of a full footprint. On the other hand, 
I of course planted my feet squarely down, and 
this imprint in the sand was followed by a crowd 
of blacks, who gravely peered at every footprint, 
slapping themselves and clicking in amazement 
at the wonderful thing. 

I saw very little of Mr. Yamba from the 
moment of landing. I feel sure that the fact of 
his having seen so much of the world, and 
travelled such a long distance—to say nothing 
about bringing back so wonderful a creature— 
had rendered him a very great man indeed in 
the estimation of his friends, and in consequence 
of this so much honour was paid him that he 
became puffed up with pride, and neglected his 
faithful wife. 

Everywhere I went the natives were 
Some Queer absolutely overwhelming in their hos- 

pitality, and presents of food of all 
kinds were fairly showered into my hut, includ- 
ing such delicacies as kangaroo and opossum 
meat, rats, snakes, tree-worms, fish, etc. Baked 
snake, I ought to mention, was a very pleasant 
dish indeed, but as there was no salt forthcoming, 
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and the flesh was very tasteless, I cannot say I 
enjoyed this particular native dainty. The 
snakes were invariably baked whole in_ their 
skins, and the meat was very tender and 
juicy, though a little insipid as to flavour. The 
native method of cooking is to scoop out a 
hole in the sand with the hands, and then 
place the article to be cooked at the bottom. 
A layer of sand was then thrown over the 
“joint.” Next come loose stones, and the fire 
is built on the top of all. Rats were always 
plentiful, often so much so as to become a 
serious nuisance. They were of the large brown 
variety, and were not at all bad eating. I may 
say here that the women-folk were responsible 
for the catching of the rats, the method 
adopted being to poke in their holes with sticks, 
and then kill them as they rush out. The 
women, by the way, were responsible for a good 
many things. ‘They were their masters’ dressers, 
So to speak, in that they were required to carry 
supplies of the greasy clay or earth with which 
the blacks anoint their bodies to ward off the 
sun’s rays and insect bites; and beside this, 
woe betide the wives if corroboree time found 
them without an ample supply of coloured pig- 
ments for the decoration of their masters’ bodies. 
One of the principal duties of the women-folk, 
however, was the provision of roots for the 
family’s dinner. The most important among 
these necessaries—besides fine yams—was the 
root of a kind of water-lily, which was not unlike 
a Sweet potato. 

There was usually a good water supply in the 
neighbourhood of these camps, and if that water 
supply failed, as it very frequently did, the 
whole tribe simply moved its quarters elsewhere 
—-perhaps a hundred miles off. 

The instinct of these people for finding 

winner, water, however, was nothing short of 

miraculous. No one would think of 

going down to- the seashore to look for fresh 

water, yet they often showed me the purest and 

most refreshing of liquids oozing up out of the 
sand on the beach after the tide had receded. 

All this time, and for many months after- 
wards, my boat and’everything it contained were 
saved from molestation and theft by a curious 
device on the part of Yamba. She simply 
placed a couple of crossed sticks on the sand 
hear the bows, this being evidently a sign to all 
beholders that they were to respect the property 
of the stranger among them; and I verily 
believe that the boat and its contents might 
have remained there until they fell to pieces 
before any one of these cannibal blacks would 
have dreamed of touching anything that belonged 
to me. 

After a time the natives began pointedly to 
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suggest that I should stay with them. ‘They 
had probably heard from Yamba about the 
strange things I possessed, and the occult 
powers I was supposed to be gifted with. A 
day or two after my landing, a curious thing 
happened—nothing more or less than the cele- 
bration of my marriage! I was standing near 
my boat, still full of thoughts of escape, when 
two magnificent naked chiefs, decked with gaudy 
pigments and feather head-dresses, advanced 
towards me, leading between them a young, 
dusky maiden of pleasing appearance. 

The three were followed by an immense 
Mysterious CLOW of natives. The interesting trio 

ysterious . 5 

Deputation. were within a few feet of me, when 

they halted suddenly, and one of the 
chiefs stepped out and offered me a murderous- 
looking club, with a big knob at one end, which 
ugly weapon was known as a “ waddy.” As he 
presented this weapon the chief made signs that 
f was to knock the maiden on the head with it. 
Now, 1 confess I was struck with horror and 
dismay at my position, for, instantly recalling 
what Yamba had told me, I concluded fata 
cannibal feast was about to be given in my honour, 
and that—worst horror of all—I might have to 
lead off with the first mouthful of that smiling 
girl. Of course, they had brought the helpless 
victim to me, the distinguished stranger, to kill 
with my own hands. At that critical moment, 
however, I resolved to be absolutely firm, even 
if it cost me my life. 

While I hesitated, the one chief remained 
absolutely motionless, holding out the mur- 
derous-looking club, and looking at me inter- 
rogatively, as though unable to understand why 
I did not avail myself of his offer. Still more 
extraordinary, the crowd behind observed a 
solemn and disconcerting silence. I looked 
at the girl; to my amazement she appeared 
delighted with things generally—a poor, merry 
little creature, not more than fifteen or sixteen 
years of age. I decided to harangue the chiefs, 
and as a preliminary I gave them the universal 
sign to sit down and parley. They did so, but 
did not seem pleased. 

Then in hesitating signs, slaps, clicks, 
Tnenees* and guttural utterances I gave them 
Canmibal- to understand that it was against my 

faith to have anything whatever to do 
with the horrid orgy they contemplated. The 
Great Spirit they dreaded so much yet so 
vaguely, I went on, had revealed to me 
that it was ‘wrong to kill anyone in cold 
blood, and still more loathsome and_hor- 
rible to eat the flesh of a murdered 
fellow-creature. I was very much in earnest, 
and I waited with nervous trepidation to see the 
effect of my peroration. Under the circum- 
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stances you may judge of my astonishment 
when not only the chiefs, but the whole nation 
assembled, suddenly burst into roars of eerie 
laughter. Then came Yamba to the rescue. 
Ah! noble and devoted creature! The bare 
mention of her name stirs every fibre of my 
being with love and wonder. Greater love than 
hers no creature ever knew, and not once but a 
thousand times did she save my wretched life at 
the risk of her own. 

Well, Yamba, I say, came up and whispered 
tome. She had been studying my face quietly 
and eagerly, and 
had — gradually 
eomesto Sec 
what was pass- 
ing in my mind. 
She whispered 
that the chiefs, 
far from desir- 
ing me to kill 
the girl for a 
cannibal feast, 
were offering 
her to meas a 
wzfe, and that I 
was merely ex- 
pected to tap 
her on the head 
with the stick, 
in token of her 
subjection to 
her new spouse. 
In short, this 
blow sony the 
head - was the 
legal marriage 
ceremony “out 
simple. I main- 
tained my dig- 
nity as far as 
possible, and 
proceeded to 
Careyae Outs my 
part of the curi- 
ous ceremony. 

I tapped the bright-eyed girl on the 

Manage head, and she immediately fell pros- 

Ceremony: trate at my feet, in token of her wifely 

submission. I then raised her up 
gently, and all the people came dancing round 
us, uttering weird cries of satisfaction and 
delight. Oddly enough, Yamba, far from mani- 
festing any jealousy, seemed to take as much 
interest as anyone in the proceedings, and after 
everything was over she led my new wife 
away to the little “humpy,” or hut, that had 
been built for me by the women. - That night 
an indescribably weird corroboree was held in 
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my honour, and I thought it advisable, since so 
much was being made of me, to remain there all 
night and acknowledge the impromptu songs 
that were composed and sung in my honour by 
the native bards. I am afraid I felt utterly lost 
without Yamba, who was, in the most literal 
sense, my right hand. 

By this time she could speak a little English, 
and was so marvellously intelligent that she 
seemed to discover things by sheer intuition or 
instinct. I think she never let a day go by 
without favourably impressing the chiefs concern- 
ipa: wander Jang 
prowess and my 
powers, and 
without her help 
I simply could 
not have lived 
through the 
long and weary 
VERE ae cae 
should I ever 
have returned 
to civilization. 

AM igs 
A 
Startling VETY 
Proposition. ext 
day 
after my marri- 
age, having been 
still further en- 
lightened as to 
the manners 
and customs of 
the natives, I 
waited upon 
Mirae viamba: 
and calmly 
made to him 
the proposition 
that we should 
exchange wives. 
This suggestion 
hemrecerved 
with a kind of 
subdued _ satis- 
faction, or holy joy, and very few further negotia- 
tions were needed to make the transaction com- 
plete ; and, be it said, it was an every-day trans- 
action, perfectly legal and recognised by all the 
clans. Yamba was then about thirty years old, 
and was already beginning to show signs of age. 
She was, however, full of vigour and resource, 
while the only adjective that fitly describes her 
knowledge of bush lore is absolutely miraculous. 
This will be evinced in a hundred extraordinary 
instances in this narrative. 

But you may be asking, What of my dog, 

Bruno? Well, I am thankful to say, he was 
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still with me, but it took him a long time to 
accustom himself to his new surroundings, and 
he particularly objected to associating with the 
miserable pariah curs that prowled about the 
encampment. They would take sly bites out 
of him when he was not looking, but, on the 
whole, he was well able to hold his own. 
I settled down to my new life in the course 
of a few days, but I need hardly remark I did 
not propose staying in that forlorn spot longer 
than I could help. This was My e plana! 
would, first of all, I thought, make myself ac- 
quainted with the habits and customs of the 
blacks, and_ pick up as much 
bushmanship and knowledge of 
the country as it was possible to 
acquire, in case I should have to 
travel inland in search of civiliza- 
tion instead of oversea. ‘There 
was always, how- 
ever, the hope 
that some day I 
might either be 
able to get away 
by sea in my 
boat, or else hail 
some passing 
vessel—many of 
which, the blacks 
told me, they 
had seen pass at 
a distance. 
Every 
aeaiz.. morn- 
pees II 
was astir by sun- 
rise, and—hope 
springing eternal 
— leat once 
searched for the 
faintest —indica- 
tion of a passing 
SailpeN extacl 
would bathe in 
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{ a lagoon protected from sharks, 
drying myself by a run on the beach. 
Meanwhile Yamba would have gone 
out searching for roots for breakfast, 
and she seldom returned without a 
supply of my favourite water-lily 
roots already mentioned. Often, in 
the years that followed, has that 
heroic creature tramped on foot a 
hundred miles to get me a few sprigs 
of saline herbs; she had heard me 
say I wanted salt. She would also 
ee bring in, by way of seasoning, a 
kind of small onion, known as 
the zelga, which, when roasted, 
made a very acceptable addition to our limited 
fare. The natives themselves had but two 
meals a day-—breakfast, between eight and nine 
o'clock, and then an enormous feast in the late 
afternoon. Their ordinary food consisted of. 
kangaroo, emu, snakes, rats, and fish ; an es- 
pecial dainty being a worm found in the black 
ava tree, or in any decaying trunk, 
These worms were generally grilled on 
of Worms, hot stones and eaten several at a time 
like small whitebait. I often ate 
them myself, and found them most palatable. 
After breakfast the women of the tribe would 
go out hunting roots and snaring small game 
for the afternoon meal, while the men went 
off on their war and hunting expeditions, or 
amused themselves with feats of arms. The 
children were generally left to their own 
devices in the camp, and the principal amuse- 
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ment of the boys appeared to be the hurling of 
reed spears at one another. The women brought 
home the roots (which they dug up with sticks) 
in nets made out of opossum hair, slung on their 
all-enduring backs. They generally returned 
heavily laden between two and threé in the 
afternoon. I always knew the time pretty 
-accurately by the sun, but I lost count of the 
days. ‘The months, however, I always reckoned 
by the moon, and for each year I made a notch 
on the inside of my bow. ~ - 

My own food, by the way, was usually wrapped 
in leaves before being placed in the sand oven, 
and my indefatigable wife was always exercising 
her ingenuity to provide me with fresh dainties. 
In addition to the ordinary fare of the natives, 
I frequently had wild ducks and turkeys, and— 
what was perhaps the greatest luxury of all— 
eggs, which the natives sent for specially on my 
account to aistant parts of the surrounding 
country. 

At the time of my shipwreck I had little or 
no knowledge of Australian geography, so that I 
was utterly at a loss to know my position. I 
afterwards learnt, however, that Yamba’s home 
was on Cambridge Gulf, on the N.N.W. coast of 
the Australian continent. 

Almost every evening the blacks would hold 
a stately corroboree, singing and chanting, the 
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burden of their song being almost invariably 
myself, my belongings, and my prowess, which 
latter, I fear, was magnified in the most ex- 
travagant manner. I ought to mention that at 
first I did not accompany the men on their 
excursions abroad, because I was far from per- 
fect in their language ; and furthermore, I was 
not skilled in hunting or in bush lore. ‘There- 
fore, fearful of exciting ridicule, I decided to 
remain behind in the camp until I was thoroughly 
grounded in everything there was to be learned. 
Supposing, for example, I had gone out with the 
blacks, and had to confess myself tired after 
tramping several miles. Well, this kind of 
thing would certainly have engendered con- 
tempt, and once the mysterious white stranger 
was found to be full of the frailties that beset 
the ordinary creature, his prestige would be 
gone, and then life would probably become 
intolerable. 

Everything I did I had to excel in, 
Catitiony.and it was absolutely necessary that I 

should be perpetually “astonishing the 
natives,” in the most literal sense of the phrase. 
Accordingly, for the next few weeks, I used to 
accompany the women on their root-hunting and 
rat-catching expeditions, and from them I picked 
up much valuable information. 

The corroboree was, perhaps, the greatest 
institution known to the 
blacks, who, obliged to do no 
real work, as we understand 
it, simply had to pass the time 
somehow; and there can be 
no doubt that, were it not for 
the constant feuds and conse- 
quent incessant wars, the race 
would have greatly deterior- 
ated. The corroboree after a 
successful battle commenced 
with a cannibal feast off 
the bodies of fallen foes, 
and would be kept up for 
several days on end, the 
braves lying down to sleep 
near the fire towards morn- 
ing, and renewing the fes- 
tivities about noon next 
day. The chiefs on these 
occasions decked them- 
selves with gorgeous cock- 
atoo feathers, and painted 
their bodies with red and 
yellow ochre and other 
glaring pigments... A 
couple of hours’ were 
generally spent in dress- 
ing and preparing for the 
ceremony, and then the 
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gaily-decorated fighting-men would dance or 
squat round the fires and chant monotonous 
songs, telling of all their own achievemen‘s and 
valour, and the extraordinary sights they had 
seen in their travels. 

The words of the songs were usually 
cazte.a1 composed by the clan’s own poet, who 
Hieweea, made a living solely by his profession, 

and even sold his effusions to other 
tribes. As there was no written language the 
purchaser would simply be coached orally by 
the vendor poet, and as the blacks were gifted 
with most marvellous memories, they would 
transmit and resell the songs throughout 
vast stretches of country. . These men of the 
north were of magnificent stature, and possessed 
great personal strength. They were able to 
walk extraordinary distances, and their carriage 
was the most graceful I have ever seen. The 
women are not very prepossessing, and not 
nearly so graceful in their bearing and gait as 
the men. Poor creatures, they did all the hard 
work of the camp---building, food-hunting, 
waiting, and serving. Occasionally, however, 
the men did condescend to go out fishing, and 
they would also organize édattues when a big 
supply of food was wanted. These great hunting- 


thousands of kangaroos, opossums, rats, snakes, 
iguanas, and birds that dashed hither and 
thither, to the accompaniment of bewildering 
shouts from the men and _ shrill screeches 
from the women, who occasionally assisted, 
flitting hither and thither like eerie witches 
amidst the dense pall of black smoke—all 
these made up a picture which is indelibly 
imprinted on my mind. As to the fishing 
parties, these went out either early in the 
morning, soon after sunrise, or in the evening, 
when it was quite dark. On the latter occa- 
sions, the men carried big torches, which they 
held high in the air with one hand as they waded 
out into the water with their spears poised, in 
readines3 to impale the first big fish they came 
ACIOSS. 
When the spearmen ad strike, their 
Extras aim was unerring, and the struggling 
ordinary: fish would be hurled on to the 
beach to the patient women - folk, 
who were there waiting for them, with their 
big nets of opossum hair slung over their 
backs. Sometimes a hundred men would be 
in the shallow water at once, all carrying 
blazing torches, and the effect as the fishermen 
plunged and splashed this way and that, with 


** FISHING EXTRAORDINARY.” 


parties were arranged on an immense scale, and 
fire figured largely in them. The usual routine 
was to set fire to the bush, and then as the terri- 
fied animals and reptiles rushed out in thousands 
into the open, each party of blacks speared every 
living thing that came its way within a certain 
sphere. The roar of the fast-spreading fire, the 


shouts of triumph or disappointment, may be 
better imagined than described. In the daytime 
a rather different method was adopted. A large 
area of the shallow lagoon would be staked out 
at low water in the shape of an inverted V, an 
opening being left for the fish to pass through. 
The high tide brought the fish in vast shoals, and 
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then the opening would be closed. When the tide 
receded, the staked inclosure became, in effect, 
one gigantic net, filled with floundering fish, big 
and little. The natives then waded into the 
inclosure, and dispatched the fish with their 
spears. 

Nothing was more interesting than to watch 
one of these children of the bush stalking a 
kangaroo. ‘The man made not the’ slightest 
noise in walking, and he would stealthily 
follow the kangaroo’s track for miles (the 
tracks were absolutely invisible to the un- 
initiated). Should at length the kangaroo 
sniff a tainted wind or be startled by an incau- 
tious movement, his pursuer would suddenly 
become as rigid as a bronze figure, and he could 
remain in this position for hours. Finally, when 
within thirty or forty yards of the animal, the 
huntsman launched his spear at the creature, 
and in all the years I was among these people I 
never knew one to miss his aim. ‘The spears 
used were about 5ft. long, with a blade 
made either of bone or stone, and a shaft of 
some light, hard wood. Metals were, of course, 
practically unknown as workable materials. 

In order to catch emus the hunters 
ae Gace would™ construct): httles shelters of 

grass at a spot overlooking the 
water-hole frequented by these birds, and they 
were then speared as they came down for water. 
The largest emu I ever saw, by the way, 
was more than 6ft. high, whilst the biggest 
kangaroo I came across was even taller than 
this. Snakes were always killed with sticks, 
whilst birds were brought down with the 
wonderful boomerang. 

As a rule, only sufficient food was obtained 
to last from day to day, but on the occasion of 
one of the big dattwes I have described there. 
would be food in abundance fora week or more, 
and then there would bea horrid orgy of gorging 
and one long continuous corrovoree, until sup- 
plies gave out. 

The sport which I myself took up, however, 
was dugong hunting ; for I ought to have men- 
tioned that I brought a harpoon with me in the 
boat, and this most useful article attracted as 
much attention as anything I had. ‘The natives 
would occasionally put their hands on my toma- 
hawk or harpoon, and never ceased to wonder 
why the metal was so cold. 

Whenever I went out after dugong, accom- 
panied by Yamba (she was ever with me), the 
blacks invariably came down in crowds to watch 
the operation from the beach. 

But, you will ask, what did I want with 
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dugong, when I had so much other food at 
hand? Well, my idea was to lay in a great 
store of dried provisions against the time when 
I should be ready to start for civilization in my 
boat. I built a special shed of boughs, in which 
I conducted my curing operations, my own 
living-place being only a few yards away. It 
was built in quite European fashion, with a 
sloping roof. The interior was perhaps 2oft. 
square and toft. high, with a small porch in 
which my fire was kept constantly burning. 

By the way, the blacks never allowed 
their fires to go out, and whenever 
they moved their camping - ground, 
the women-folk always took with them their 
smouldering fire-sticks, with which they can 
kindle a blaze in a few minutes. Very rarely, 
indeed, did the women allow their fire-sticks to 
go out altogether, for this would mean a cruel 
and severe punishment. The wives bore ill- 
usage with the most extraordinary equanimity, 
and never even attempted to parry the most 
savage blow. They would remain meek and 
motionless under a shower of brutal blows from a 
thick stick, and would then walk quietly away and 
treat their bleeding wounds with a kind of earth. 
It often surprised me how quickly the blacks’ 
most terrible wounds healed, and yet they were 
only treated with a kind of clay and leaves. 

I am here reminded of the native doctor. 
This functionary was called a rvuz, and he 
effected most of his cures with a little shell, 
with which he rubbed assiduously upon the 
affected part. Thus it will be seen that the 
medical treatment was a form of massage, 
the rubbing being done first in a down- 
ward direction and then crosswise. I must 
say, however, that the blacks were very rarely 
troubled with illness, their most frequent dis- 
order being usually the result of excessive 
gorging when a particularly ample supply of 
food was forthcoming—say, after a big éattue 
over a tribal preserve. 

In an ordinary case of overfeeding, the 
medicine man would rub his patient’s stomach 
with such vigour as often to draw blood. He 
would also give the sufferer a kind of grass to 
eat, and this herb, besides clearing the system, 
also acted as a most marvellous appetizer. 
The capacity of some of my blacks, by the 
way, was almost beyond belief. 

One giant I have in my mind ate a whole 
kangaroo by himself. I saw him do it. Certainly 
it was not an excessively big animal, but, still, 
it was a meal large enough for three or four 
stalwart men. 


Eternal 
Fires. 


Forest Fires. 


By WARREN COOPER. 


The United States loses twelve million dollars yearly through forest fires, and thousands have lost 


their lives during these dreadful conflagrations. 


An article on the fires, the disasters, and the heroic 


deeds done by men and women at such trying times. 


aqaSK a native of the North-Western 
United States and Canada to tell 
you something about forest fires. 
You will expect him, perhaps, im- 
mediately to elaborate upon the 
beauties of the fires, the volume of the clouds. 
the sreflection.» of 
the sun on the 
passing smoke, 
and) a slundred 
other things on 
the picturesque 
side of these fre- 
quent conflagra- 
tions ; but ten to 
one the eesthetic 
part will be cast 
into the shade by 
his answer, and 
its tale of woe. 
He will tell you, 
mayhap, of the 
riches lost, the 
people killed, the 
heroic and some- 
(oleae ieee 
allemMptss fO,-cOpe 
with the dreadful 
monster fire ; and 
will recite to you 
the painful story of 
the death-dealing 
forest fires with 
which the history 
of that region is 
punctuated. You 
will, in short, look 
for pleasure, but 
you will be told 
of pain. 

sad as it is, however, there is yet a 
very picturesque and interesting side to the 
subject of forest fires, and a partial realiza- 
tion of this may be ga‘ned from the _ illus- 
tration with which we open this article. 
The photograph presented herewith shows 


CLOUDS OF SMOKE ASCENDING FROM A FOREST FIRE IN COLORADO. 
front a Photo. by C. E. Emery, Cation City, Col. 


the smoke clouds which, in 1880, attracted 
considerable attention in Colorado. Early in 
the spring of that year, according to Mr. A. R. 
Frisbie, of Cafon City, Colorado, to whom we 
are indebted for the photograph, fire broke out 
in the dense pine forest which skirts the west 
side of the Sangre 
de Cristo range, a 
spur of the Rocky 
Mountains. Dense 
clouds of smoke 
ascended high in 
the air, assuming 
the most fantastic 
shapes, and afford- 
ing a scene mag- 
nificent to behold. 
At night, when the 
reflection from the 
flames <casts/ a 
lurid glare upon 
thesimmense 
volumes of smoke, 
the whole horizon 
has the appear- 
ance of being on 
fire. The confla- 
gration lasted 
three days and 
nights, burning 
OVverra” Vast] area, 
and was witnessed 
from all parts of 
Colorado. The 
photograph here 
shown was taken 
at four o’clock in 
the afternoon of 
the second day, 
when the smoke 
veiled the sun in such a manner as to give 
the appearance of night. The houses  indis- 
tinctly shown in the foreground were located 
in Silver Cliff, a mining camp situated ten 
miles from the mountains, where Mr. Frisbie 
then lived. 
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prem] NY a case of fever the natives resorted 
to charms to drive away the evil 
spirit that was supposed to be 
troubling the patient. The universal 
superstition about all maladies is 
that ,they are caused by the “ evil. eye,” 
directed against the sufferer by some enemy. 
Should one member of a tribe be stricken 
down with any disease, his friends at once 
come to the conclusion that he has been 
“pointed at” by a member of another tribe 
who owed him a grudge ; he has, in short, been 
bewitched, and an expedition is promptly 
organized to seek out and punish the individual 
in question and all his tribe. From this it is 
obvious that war is of pretty frequent occurrence. 
And not only so, but every death is likewise the 
signal for a tribal war. There is no verdict of 
‘Death from natural causes.” Asa rule, the body 
of the dead brave was placed upon a platform 
erected in the forks of trees, and his weapons 
would be neatly arranged below. Then, as decay 
set in, and the body began tocrumble away, the 
friends and chiefs would come and observe 
certain mystic signs, which were supposed to give 
information as to what tribe or individual had 
caused the death of the deceased warrior. 

It must have been within a month of my 
landing on Yamba’s country, in Cambridge Gulf, 
that I witnessed my first cannibal feast. One of 
the fighting-men had died in our camp, and after 
the usual observations had been taken, it was 
decided that he had been pointed at, and his 
death brought about by, a member of another 
tribe living some distance away. An expedition 
of some hundreds of warriors was at once fitted 
out, and the enemy was apparently only too 
ready for the fray, because the two armies 
promptly met in an open plain, and then 
I had an opportunity of witnessing the ex- 
traordinary method by which the Australian 
blacks wage war. One of the most redoubt- 


able of our chiefs stepped forward and explained 
Vol. i1.—1. 


the reason of their visit, in comparatively calm 
tones. An opposing chief replied to him, and 
gradually a heated altercation arose, the abuse 
rising ona crescendo scale for ten or fifteen 
minutes. These two then retired, and another 
couple of champion abusers stepped forward to 
“discuss” the matter. ‘This kind of thing went 
on for a considerable time, the abuse being 
of the most appalling description, and directed 
mainly against the organs of the enemy’s body 
(heart, liver, etc.), his ancestors, ‘his ox, his 
ass, and everything that was his.” At length, 
when every conceivable thing had been said 
that it was possible to say, the warriors drew 
near, and at last someone threw a spear. This, 
of course, was the signal for real action, and in 
a few minutes the engagement became general. 
There was no strategy or tactics of any kind, 
every man fighting single-handed. 

But to return to the battle I was describing. 
After a very few minutes’ fighting the enemy 
were utterly routed, and promptly turned tail 
and fled from the scene of the encounter, leaving 
behind them—after all the uproar and the flood 
of vilification—only three of their warriors, and 
these not dead, but only more or less badly 
wounded. Quarter being neither given nor 
expected in these battles, the three prostrate 
blacks were promptly dispatched by the leader 
of my tribe, the coup de grace being given with a 
waddy, or knobbed stick. The three bodies 
were then placed on litters made out of spears 
and grass, and were in due time carried into 
our own camp. 

There were so many signs to presage 
what was coming that I knew a can- 
nibal feast was about to take place ; 
but for obvious reasons I did not protest against 
it, nor did I take any notice whatever. The 
women (who do all the real work) fell on their 
knees, and with their fingers scraped three long 
trenches in the sand, each about 7ft. long and 
aft ep.» sLnto each of these ovens was placed 


A Coming 
Horror. 
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one of the bodies of the fallen warriors, and 
then the trench was filled up—firstly with stones, 
and then with sand. On top of all a huge fire 
was built and maintained with great fierceness 
for about two hours. There was great rejoicing 
during this period of cooking, and apparently 
much pleasurable anticipation among the trium- 
phant blacks. In due time the signal was given, 
and the ovens laid open once more. I looked 
in and saw that the bodies were very much 
burnt. The skin was cracked in places and 
liquid fat was issuing forth. But, perhaps, 
the less said about this horrible spectacle the 
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better. With a yell, 
several warriors leapt 
into each trench and 
stuck spears through 
the big ~“ joints? 
And the moment 
the roasted carcasses 
were taken out of 
the trenches mur 
whole tribe literally 
fell upon them and 
tore them limb from 
limb. I saw mothers 
with a leg or an arm 
surrounded by plain- 
tive children, who 
were crying for their 
portion of the tooth- 
some dainty. 
Oxt hiewsss 
The Fire who «were 
Feast: -Sconsiderea 
to, hawe 
taken more than their 
share, were likewise 
fallen upon and their 
“joint” sub-divided 
and hacked to pieces 
with knives made 
from shells. The 
bodies were not 
cooked all through, 
so that the condition 
of some of the revel- 
lers, both during and 
after the orgy, may 
best be left to the 
imagination. A more 
appalling, more 
ghastly, or more truly 
sickening spectacle it 
is impossible for the 
mind of man to con- 
ceive, ~ Ay ereal cor 
roboree was held after 
the feast, but, with 
my gorge rising and my brain reeling, I crept to 
my own humpy and tried to shut out from my 
mind the shocking inferno I had just been com- 
pelled to witness. But let us leave so fearful a 
subject and consider something more interesting 
and amusing. The women of the tribe lived 
amicably enough together as a rule, but of 
course they had their differences. They would 
quarrel about the merits and demerits of their 
own families and countries; but the greatest 
source of heartburning and trouble was the 
importation of a new wife—especially if that 
wife chanced to be better looking than the 
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others. In such case, woe to the comparatively 
pretty wife. The women certainly had a novel 
way of settling their differences. The two com- 
batants would retire to some little distance, 
armed with one stick between them. ‘They would 
then stand face to face, and one would bend 
forward meekly, whilst the other 


dealt her a truly terrific blow gaye 


between the shoulders or onthe | 
head—not with a cane or a light | 
stick, be it remembered, -but a 
really formidable club. The blow 


HOW THE WOMEN SETTLED THEIR QUARRELS—TURN AND TURN ABOUT 


(which would be enough to kill an ordinary 
white woman) would be borne with wonderful 
fortitude, and the aggressor would hand the club 
to the woman she had just struck. 

The latter would then take a turn, and 
A Weird so it would go on, turn and turn about, 

until one of the unfortunate, stoical 
creatures fell bleeding and half-senseless to the 
earth. The thing was magnificently simple. 
The woman who kept her senses longest, and 
remained on her legs to the end, was the 
victor. There was no kind of ill-feeling after 
these extraordinary combats, and the women 
would even dress one another’s wounds. 

I now come to an event of very great impor- 
tance in my life. Elsewhere I have spoken of 
my penchant for dugong hunting. Well, one 
day this sport effectually put an end to all my 
prospects of reaching civilization across the 
sea. I went forth one morning, accompanied 
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by my _ ever-faithful Yamba and the usual 
admiring crowd of blacks. Ina few minutes we 
two were speeding over the sunlit waters, my only 
weapon being the steel harpoon I had brought 
with me from the island, and about qoft. or 5oft. 
of manila rope. When we were some miles 
from land I noticed a dark- 
looking object on the sur- 
face of the water a little way 
ahead. Feeling certain it 
was a dugong feeding on the 
well-known grass, I rose and 
hurled my harpoon at it with 
all the force I could muster. 
Next moment, to my amaze- 
ment, the head of a calf 
whale was thrust agonizingly 
into the air, and not until 
then did I realize what 
manner of creature it was 
I had struck. This baby 
whale was about r5ft. long, 
and it “sounded” immedi- 
ately on receiving my _ har- 
poon. As I had enough 
rope, or what I considered 
enough, I did not cut him 
adrift. He came up again 
‘presently, lashing the water 
with his tail, and creating a 
tremendous uproar, con- 
sidering his size. He then 
darted off madly, dashing 
through the water like an 


arrow, and dragging our 
boat at such a tremen- 
dous pace as almost to 


swamp us in the foaming 
wash. 

Up to this time I had no thought of 
Tragedy of danger, but just as the baby whale 
“Whale” halted I looked round, and saw to my 

horror that its colossal mother had 
joined her offspring, and was swimming round 
and round it like lightning, apparently greatly 
disturbed by its sufferings. Before I could even 
cut the line or attempt to get out of the way, 
the enormous creature caught sight of our little 
craft, and bore down upon it like a fair-sized 
island rushing through the sea. I shouted to 
Yamba, and we both threw ourselves over the 
side into the now raging waters, and com- 
menced to swim away with long strokes, in 
order to get as far as possible from the 
boat before the catastrophe came which we knew 
was at hand. We had not got many yards 
before I heard a terrific crash, and, looking 
back, I saw the enormous tail of the great 
whale towering high out of the water, and my 
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precious boat descending in fragments upon it 
from a height of from 15ft. to zoft. above the 
agitated waters. (The whole of this terrible 
scene is vividly realized in the frontispiece. to 
this number.) Oddly enough, the forepart of 
the boat remained fixed to the rope of the 
harpoon in the calf. My first thought, even at 
so terrible a moment and in so serious a situa- 
tion, was one of bitter regret for the loss of 
what I considered the only means of reaching 
civilization. Like a flash it came back to me 
how many weary months of toil and hope and 
expectancy I had spent over that darling craft , 
and I remembered, too, the delirious joy of 
launching it, and the appalling dismay that 
struck me when I realized that it was worse than 
useless to me in the inclosed lagoon. ‘These 
thoughts passed through my mind in a few 
seconds. 
At this time we had a swim of some 
A Ten ten miles before us, and yet in the far 
Gwin distance «1 scouldsnot=onlysseey land 
distinctly, but also the crowd of blacks, 
who were now putting out in their catamarans 
to help us Some of the blacks, as I hinted 
before, always accompanied me down to the 
shore on these trips. They never tired, I think, 
of seeing me handle my giant “ catamaran ” and 
the (to) them) 
mysterious har- 
poon. After the 
mother whale 
had wreaked its 
vie Nie amc eC 
upon my un- 
fortunate boat 
it rejoined its 
little one, and 
still continued 
to swim round 
and round it at 
prodigious 
Speed, sevi- 
dently in a per- 
fect agony of 
concern. Fortu- 
nately the tide 
Was “in our 
favour, and we 
were rapidly 
swept in-shore, 
even as we 
floated  list- 
lessly on the 
surface of the 
water. ‘The sea 
was quite calm, 
and we had no 
fear of sharks, 


being well aware that we could keep them away 
by splashing in the water. 

Before long, a large catamaran with one of the 
chiefs on board came up with us, but although 
deeply grateful for Yamba’s and my own safety, 
I was still greatly distressed at the loss of my 
boat. Never once did this thought leave my 
mind. I remembered, too, with a pang, that I 
had now no tools with which to build another 
boat, and to venture out into the open sea ona 
catamaran, probably for weeks, simply meant 
courting certain destruction. 

My harpoon had evidently inflicted a mortal 
wound on the whale baby, because as we looked 
we saw it lying exhausted on the surface of the 
water, and being gradually swept nearer and 
nearer the shore by the swift-flowing tide. The 
mother refused to leave the little calf, however, 
and stil} continued to wheel round it continuously, 
even when her offspring had reached dangerously 
shallow water. 

The result was that when the tidé 

Gigantic turned, both the mother and her calf 

were left stranded high and dry on the 
beach, to the unbounded delight and amaze- 
ment of the natives, who swarmed round the 
leviathans, and set up such a terrific uproar, that 
I verily believe they frightened the mother to 


““THEY SIMPLY SWARMED OVER THE CARCASSES,” 
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death. Furious smoke-signals were at once sent 
up to summon all the tribes in the surrounding 
country—enemies as well as friends. Next day 
the carcasses were washed further still in-shore— 
a thing for which the blacks gave me additional 
credit. ) 

I ought to mention here that the loss of my 
boat was in some measure compensated for by 
the enormous amount of prestige which-accrued 
to me from this whale episode. ‘To cut a long 
story short, the natives fully believed that Z Zad 
killed single-handed and brought ashore both 
whales! And in the corroborees that ensued, 
the poets almost went delirious in trying to find 
suitable eulogiums to bestow upon the mighty 
white hunter. The mother whale surpassed in 
size any I had ever 
seen or read about. 
I measured her 
length by pacing, 
and I judged it to 
be nearly 150ft. 
My measurements 
may not have been 
absolutely accurate, 
but strll the whale 
was certainly larger 
than any I had ever 
seen or even read 
of. As she lay there 
on the beach the 
head towered above 
me to a height of 
nearly 15ft. Never 
can forget “the 
scene that followed, 
when the blacks 
from the surround- 
ing country had 
responded to the 
smoke -signals an- 
nouncing the cap- 
Girewon thes: creat 
fish.” From hun- 
dreds of miles south came the natives, literally in 
their thousands—every man provided with his 
stone tomahawk and whole armoury of shell 
knives. They simply swarmed over the carcasses 
like vermin, and I saw many of them staggering 
away under solid lumps of flesh weighing 
between 30lb. and 4olb. 

A particularly enterprising party of 
blacks cut an enormous hole in the 
head of the big whale, and in the 
bath of oil that was inside they 
simply wallowed for hours at a time, only to 
emerge in a condition that filled me with disgust 
For about a fortnight this cutting-up and gorg- 
ing went on, but long before this the stench 


Swimming 
in the 
Whale’s Head. 
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from the decomposing carcasses was so horrible 
as to be painfully noticeable at my camp, over 
a mile away. The spectacle witnessed on the 
beach would have been intensely comical 
were it not so revolting. _ Many of the men 
and women had gorged themselves to such an 
extent as to be absolutely unable to walk, and 
they rolled about on the sand, tearing at the 
ground in agony, their stomachs distended in 
the most extraordinary and disgusting manner 
It may amuse you to know that smoke-signals 
were at once sent up for all the doctors in the 
country, and these ministering angels could 
presently be seen with their massage shells, 
rubbing the distended stomachs of the sufferers 
as they lay on the beach. I saw some men 
fairly howling with 
agony, but yet still 
devouring enor- 
mous quantities of 
oil and blubber. 
Besides the mas- 


“OTHERS OBTAINED RELIEF THROUGH THE KIND OFFICES OF THE MEDICINE-MEN.” 


Sage treatnrent 
(with the thumbs 


as well as 
thea. doctors 
administered a kind 
of pill, or pellet, of 
some green leaf, 
which they first 
chewed in their 
own mouth and 
then placed in that 
of the patient. So 
magical was this 
potent herb in its 
action, that 
I-feel! ssure 
it would 
make the 
fortune of 
an enterpri- 
sing syndi- 
cate. Others, 
who had obtained temporary relief through 
the kind offices of the medicine-men, — re- 
turned to the whales again, and had another 
enormous gorge. In fact, the blacks behaved 
more like wild beasts of the lowest order than 
men, and in a very short time—considering the 
enormous bulk of the whales—nothing remained 
except the immense bones. 

The orgie, however, had its uses from 
I Make Use my point of view, because I took advan- 
Visitors. taoe of the arrival of so many strange 

tribes to make myself acquainted with 
their chiefs, their languages, and their manners 
and customs, in the hope that these tribes might 
be useful to me some day when I commenced 


shells) 
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my journey overland to civilization. For, of 
course, all hope of escape by sea had now to 
be abandoned, since my boat was destroyed. 
Soon after the loss of the boat, by the way, 
Yamba made me a small bark canoe about 15ft. 
long, but not more than 14in. wide, and in this 
we undertook various little excursions together 
to the various islands that studded the bay. 
The construction of this little canoe was very 
interesting. Yamba, first of all, heated the 
bark, and then turned the rough part underneath 
in order that the interior might be perfectly 
smooth. She then sewed up the ends, finally 
giving the little craft a coat of resin, obtained 
by making incisions in the gum-trees. Of 
course, I missed my own substantial boat, and 
it was some little time before I grew accustomed 
to the frail canoe, which necessitated the 
greatest possible care in handling, and also on 
the part of the passengers generally. 
One day I decided to go and explore 
orene Rane. of the islands, in esscarchasot 
Hunt wombats, 
whose 
skins I wanted to 
make into sandals 
for myself. I knew 
that wombats 
haunted the islands 
in countless thou- 
sands, because I 
hada scent etm 
rising in clouds 
every evening at 
sunset. As usual, 
Yamba was my 
only companion, 


‘““ TAKING A SHORT RUN, I LEAPED HIGH INTO THE AIR.” 


and we soon reached a likely island, but as I 
could find no suitable place for landing, I 
turned ithe canoé up a small creek. “From 
this course, however, my companion strongly 
dissuaded me. Into the creek, nevertheless, 
we went, and when I saw it was a hopeless 
emipasse, I scrambled ashore and waded through 
5in. or 6in. of mud. The little island was 
densely covered with luxuriant tropical vege- 
tation, the mangroves coming right down to 
the water’s edge; so that I had actually to 
force my way through them to gain the top of 
the bank. I then entered on a very narrow 
track through the forest, the bush on both sides 
being so dense as to resemble an impenetrable 
wall or dense hedge. It is necessary to bear 
this in mind to realize what followed. I had 
not gone many yards along this track, when I 
was horrified to see, right in front of me, an 
enormous alligator! This great reptile was 
shuffling along down the path towards me, 
evidently making for the water, and not 
only blocked my advance, but also 
necessitated my immediate retreat.. The 
moment the brute caught sight of me 
he stopped, and began snapping his 
jaws viciously. I confess I was quite 
nonplussed for the moment as to how 
best to commence the attack upon this 
unexpected visitor. It was impossible 
for me to get round him in any way, 
on account of the dense bush on either 
side of {the narrow forest track, | 
decided, however, to make a bold dash 
for victory, having always in mind the 
prestige that was so necessary to my 
existence among the blacks. I therefore 
walked straight up to the evil-looking 
monster, and then, taking a short run, I 
leaped high into the air, shot 
over his head, and landed 
on his “scaly -backweatenene 
same time giving a tremen- 
dous yell in order to attract 
Yamba, whom I had left in 
charge of the boat. 
The mo- 
withan ment I 
Alligator. landed on 
pee. = his back I 
struck the alligator 
with all my force 
with my tomahawk, 
on what I considered the most 
vulnerable part of his head. So 
powerful was my stroke, that I found 
to my dismay that I could not get 
the weapon out of his head again. 
While I was in this extraordinary 


situation — standing on the back of an enor- 
mous alligator, and tugging at my tomahawk 
embedded in its head—-Yamba came rushing up 
the path, carrying one of the paddles, which, 
without a moment’s hesitation, she thrust down 
the alligator’s throat as he turned to snap at her, 
In this way the monster was prevented from 
moving his head either backwards or forwards, 
and then, drawing my stiletto, I blinded him in 
both eyes, afterwards finishing him leisurely 
with my tomahawk, when~at length I managed 
to release it. Yamba was immensely proud of 
me after this achievement, and when we returned 
to the mainland she gave her tribesmen a 
graphic account of my gallantry ‘and bravery 
But she always did this. She was my advance 
agent and bill-poster, so to say. I found in 
going into a new country that my fame had 
preceded me; and I must say this was most 
convenient and useful in obtaining hospitality, 
concessions, and assistance generally. -The 
part I had played in connection with the death 
of the two whales had already earned for me 
the admiration of the blacks—not only in my 
own tribe,- but all over the country ; and 
after this encounter with the alligator they 
looked upon me as a very great and power- 
ful personage indeed. We did not bring 
the dead monster back with us, but next 
day a number of the blacks went over 
for it with their catamarans, and towed the 
reptile back to the mainland, where it was 
viewed with open mouthed amazement by 
crowds of admiring natives. So great was the 
estimation in which my prowess was held, that 
little, scraps of the dead alligator were dis- 
tributed (as relics, presumably) among the tribes 


throughout the whole of the surrounding 
country. 
Some little time after this incident I 
The Old 


Graving. decided to remove my dwelling-place 
to the top of a headland on the other 

side of the bay, some twenty miles away, where 
I thought I could more readily discern any sail 
passing by out at sea. The blacks themselves, 
who were well aware of my hopes of getting 
back to my own people, had _ themselves 
suggested that I might find this a more 
likely place for the purpose than the low- 
lying coast on which their tribe was then 
encamped. ‘They also pointed out to me, how- 
ever, that I should find it much colder living in 
so exposed a position. But the hope of seeing 
passing sails decided me, and one morning I 
took my departure, the whole nation of blacks 
coming out in full force to bid us adieu. I 
think the last thing they impressed upon me, in 
their peculiar native way, was that they would 


always be delighted and honoured to welcome 
Vol. ii, —2. 
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me back among them. Yamba, of course, 
accompanied me, as also did my dog, and we 
were escorted across the bay by a_ host 
of my native friends in their catamarans. I 
pitched upon a fine bold spot for our dwelling- 
place, but the blacks assured me that we would 
find it uncomfortably cold and windy, to say 
nothing about the loneliness, which I could not 
help but feel after so much intercourse with the 
friendly natives. I persisted, however, and we 
at length pitched our encampment on the bleak 
headland. Occasionally some of our black 
friends would pay us a visit, but we could never 
induce them to locate their village near us. 
Day after day, day after day, I gazed 
Dispppeint- Wistfully over the sea for hours at a 
ment. time, without ever seeing a sail, and 
at last I began to grow somewhat 
despondent, and sighed for the companionship 
of my black friends once more. Yamba was 
unremitting in her endeavours to make life 
pleasant for me and keep me well supplied with 
the best. of <food, -but il could “see: that she 
too, did not lke living on this exposed and 
desolate spot. So, after a few weeks’ experience 
of life there, I decided to return to my bay 
home, and later on make preparations for a 
journey overland to a point on the Australian 
coast, where I learned ships quite frequently 
passed. ‘The blacks were delighted to see me 
on my return, and I remained with them several 
months before attempting my next journey. 
They were keenly anxious that I should join 
them in their fighting expeditions, but I always 
declined, on the ground that I was not a 
fighting man. ‘The fact of the matter was, 
that I could never hope to throw a spear 
with anything like the dexterity they them- 
selves manifested; and as spears were the 
principal weapons used in warfare, I was afraid 
I would not show up well at a critical moment. 
Moreover, the warriors defended themselves so 
dexterously with shields as to be all but invul- 
nerable, whereas I had not the slightest idea of 
how to handle a shield. And finally, for the 
sake of my ever-indispensable prestige, I could 
not afford to make myself ridiculous in their 
eyes. I always took good care to let the blacks 
see me performing only those feats which I felt 
morally certain I could accomplish, and accom- 
plish to their amazement, 
So far I had won laurels enough with 
Mystezious My mysterious arrows or “flying 
Stosra® spears,” as the natives considered them, 
and my prowess with the harpoon and 
tomahawk was sung in many tribes. And not 
the least awkward thing about my position was 
that I dared not evenattempt a little quiet practice 
in spear-throwing, for fear the blacks should come 
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upon me suddenly, when I would most certainly 
lose caste. And I had one or two narrow 
escapes from this serious calamity. I must tell 
you first of all, though, that the blacks, when 
drinking at a river or water-hole, invariably scoop 
up the water with their hands, and never put 
their mouths right down close to the surface of 
the water. Well, one day I was guilty of this 
solecism. I had been out on a hunting expedi- 
tion, and reached the water-hole with an intense 
burning thirst. My mentor was not with me. 
I fell on my knees and fairly buried my face in 
the life-giving fluid, lapping it like an animal. 
Suddenly I heard 
murmurs behind 
Hue; sel eet urhied 
presently and saw 
eee Dally 01 wean y. 
blacks regarding 
me with horror. 
They said I drank 
like a kangaroo. 
But Yamba soon 
CEUs eh las 
rescue; = andy -ex- 
plained away the 
dreadful breach of 
etiquette, and 
solemnly cau- 
tioned me never 
to do it again ! 
Ish essmo tls 
passed slowly 
away, and I was 
still living the 
same monotonous 
life among my 
blacks—accom- 
panying them 
upon their hunt- 
ing expeditions, 
joining in their 
sports, and making periodical trips inland 
with Yamba, in preparation for the great 
journey I proposed to make overland to Cape 
York. When I spoke to my devoted com- 
panion about my plans, she told me she was 
ready to accompany me wherever I went— 
to leave her people and to be for ever by 
my side. Right well I knew that she would 
unhesitatingly do these things. Her dog-like 
fidelity to me never wavered, and I know she 
would have laid down her life for me at any time. 
Often I told her of my own home 
Fidelity, beyond the seas, and when I asked 
her whether she would come with me 
she would reply, “ Your people are my people, 
and your friends my friends. I will go with you 
wherever you take me.” 


““] FSLL ON MY KNEES AND FAIRLY BURIED MY FACE IN THE 
LIFE-GIVING FLUID.” 


At length everything was ready, and I paid a 
final farewell, as I thought, to my black friends 
in Cambridge Gulf. They knew I was venturing 
on a long journey overland to another part of 
the country many miles distant, in the hope of 
being able to get into touch once more with my 
own people, and though they realized they 
should never see me again, they thought my 
departure a very natural thing. We had a very 
affectionate leave-taking, and a body of the 
natives escorted us for the first 100 miles or so 
of our trip. At last, however, Yamba, myself, 
and the faithful dog were left to continue our 
wanderings alone. 
The reliance 
placed upon this 
woman, by the 
way, was absolute 
and unquestion- 
ing, I knew that 
alone I could not 
live a day in the 
awful wilderness 
through which we 
were to pass, nor 
could any solitary 
white man. By 
this time, however, 
I had had _ in- 
numerable demon- 
Stra tf OtLssmor 
Yamba’s almost 
miraculous powers 
in the way of pro- 
viding food and 
water when, to the 
ordinary eye, 
neither were forth- 
coming. I ought 
to mention that 
before leaving my 
black people I had 
provided myself with what I may term a native 
passport —a kind of Masonic mystic stick, 
inscribed with certain cabalistic characters. 
Every chief carried one of these sticks, stuck 
through his nose; I, however, invariably 
carried the passport in my long, luxuriant hair, 
which I wore “bun” fashion, held in a net of 
opossum hair. This passport stick proved 
invaluable as a means of putting us on good 
terms with the different tribes we encountered. 
The chiefs of the blacks never ventured out of 
their own country without one of these 
mysterious sticks, and I am sure I should 
not have been able to travel far without 
mine. Often, however, it was dispensed with 
by reason of my being introduced in person to 
the chief of the next tribe on my line of march. 
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Whenever I encountered a strange 
my “Gara.” tribe along the line of march, I always 

asked to be taken before the chief, and 
when in his presence I presented my little stick. 
He would at once manifest the greatest friendli- 
ness, and would offer us food and _ drink. 
Then, before I took my departure, he also 
would inscribe his sign upon it, handing it 
back to me and probably sending me on to 
another tribe with an escort. It often happened, 
however, that I was per-~ ” 
sonally introduced to 
another tribe whose “ fron- 
tier” joined that of my 
late hosts, and in such 


cases my passport was 
unnecessary. 
At sirst: the < country 


through which our wan- 
derings led us was hilly 
and well wooded, the 
trees being particularly 
fine, many of them tower- 
ing up to a height of 
150ft. or 20oft. Our princi- 
pal food consisted of 
roots, rats, snakes, opos- 
sum, and kangaroo. ‘The 
physical conditions of the 
country were constantly 
changing as we moved 
farther eastwards, and 
Yamba’s ingenuity was 
often sorely taxed to 
detect the whereabouts of 
the various roots neces- 
sary for food. It was 
obviously unfair to expect her to be familiar with 
the flora and fauna of every part of the great 
Australian Continent. Sometimes she was abso- 
lutely nonplussed and had to stay a few days with 
a tribe until the women initiated her into the best 
methods of cooking the roots found in that part 
of the country. And often we could not under- 
stand the language. In such cases, though, when 
spoken words were unlike those uttered in 
Yamba’s country, we resorted to a wonderful sign- 
language which appears to be general among the 
Australian blacks. All that Yamba carried, by 
the way, was a basket made of bark, slung over 
her shoulder, and containing a variety of useful 
things, including some bone needles, grinding- 
stones, etc. Day after day we walked steadily 
on in an easterly direction, guiding ourselves 
in the daytime by the sun, and in the evening 
by the attitude of the ant-hills, which are always 
built facing the east. We crossed many creeks 
and rivers, sometimes wading and at other times 
swimming them. 


‘1 PRESENTED MY LITTLE MESSAGE STICK.’ 


although this possessed no real moisture, yet it 
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Gradually we left the hilly country 
The Peeert behind us, and at length got into an 


Sand. extraordinary desert of red sand, 

which gave off a dust from our 
very tracks that nearly suffocated us. Each 
water- hole we came across now _ began 


to contain less and less of the precious 
liquid, and our daily menu grew more and 
more scanty, until at length we were com- 
pelled to live on practically nothing but a few 
roots and stray rats. Still 
we plodded on and on, 
finally striking a terrible 
spinifex country, . which 
was inconceivably worse 
than anything we had 
hitherto encountered. Not 
only was water all but 
unobtainable here, but our 
skin was torn with thorns 
ate almost-.everyestep, 
Yamba was terribly 
troubled when she found 
she could no longer pro- 
vide for my wants. Fortu- 
nately the dew fell heavily 
at night, and a sufficient 
quantity would collect on 
the foliage, and more par- 
ticularly on the steel blade 
of my tomahawk, to re- 
fresh me somewhat in the 
morning. How eagerly 
would 1! lick the precious 
drops from the shining 
blade of that American 
axe! Curiously enough, 
Yamba herself up to this time did not seem 
distressed from lack of water; but nothing 
about this marvellous woman surprised me. 
It took us about ten days to pass tnrough this 
awful spinifex desert, and for at least eight 
days of that time we were virtually without 
water, tramping through never-ending tracts of 
scrub, prickly grass, and undulating sandhills 
of a reddish colour. We were still going due 
east, but in consequence of the lack of water- 
holes, my heroic guide thought it advisable to 
strike a little more north. 

By this time I began to feel quite 
The Agonies jelirious, and I fear I was like a baby 

in Yamba’s hands. She knew that all 
I wanted was water, and she became almost dis- 
tracted when she could not findany forme. Of 
herself she never thought. And yet she was full 
of strange resources and devices. When | 
screamed aloud in an agony of thirst, she 
would give me some kind of grass to chew, and 
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promoted the flow of saliva, and thus materially 
benefited me. 

Things grew worse.and worse, however, and 
the delirium increased. Hour after hour through 
the endless nights would that devoted creature 
sit by my side, moistening my lips with the dew 
that collected on the grass, and on the keen and 
shining blade of my tomahawk. On the fifth 
day without water I suffered the most shocking 
agonies, and in my lucid moments I gave myself 
up for lost. I could not stand or walk, nor 
could I speak or swallow. My throat seemed 
to be almost closed up, and when I opened 
my eyes everything seemed to be going round 
and round in the most dizzy and sickening 
manner. My heart beat with choking violence, 
and my head ached so that I thought I was 
going mad. My bloodshot eyes, so Yamba 
subsequently told me, projected from their 
sockets in the most terrifying manner, and an 
indescribable longing possessed me to kill my 
faithful Bruno, in order to drink his blood. 
My poor Bruno! As I write these humble 
lines, so lacking in literary grace, I fancy I can 
see him lying by my side in that glaring, illimit- 
able wilderness, his poor, dry tongue lolling out, 
and his piteous eyes fixed upon me with an 
expression of mute appeal that added to my 
agony. 

Gradually I grew weaker and weaker, 
A snastly and at last, feeling the end was near, 

I crawled under a tree and prepared 
to meet the death I was 
now fervently praying for. 
Had Yamba given up, 
these lines would never 
have been written. Amaz- 
ing to relate, she kept 
marvellously well and 
active, though without 
water; and in my most 
violent paroxysm she 
would pounce upon~a 
lizard or a rat, and give 
me its warm blood to 
drink while yet it lived. 
Then she would masticate 
a piece of iguano flesh 
and give it to me in my 
mouth, but I was quite 
unable to swallow it, 
greatly to her disappoint- 
ment. She must have seen 
that I was slowly sinking, 
for at last she stooped 
down and whispered 
earnestly in my ear that 
she would leave me for a 
little while and go off in 


search of water. Like a dream it comes back 
to me how she explained that she had seen 
some birds passing overhead, and that if she 
followed in the same direction she was almost 
certain to come up with water sooner or later. 
I could not speak; I could not answer, 
Yamba to but I felt it was a truly hopeless enter 
Kil Me." “prise on her part, andweas eledid sao: 
want her to leave me, I remember I 
held out my tomahawk feebly towards her and 
signed to her to come and strike me on the 
head with it, and put an end to my indescrib- 
able agonies. The heroic creature smiled sadly 
and shook her head emphatically. She took 
the proffered weapon, however, and after putting 
some distinguishing marks on my tree with it, 
she hurled it some distance away from me. She 
then stooped and prupped me against the trunk 
of the tree, and leaving my poor, suffering dog 
to keep me company, she set out on her lonely 
search with long, loping strides of amazing 
vigour. 

It was late in the afternoon when she took her 
departure; and J] lay there hour after hour, 
sometimes frantically delirious, and at others in 
a state of semi-consciousness, fancying she was 
by my side with shells brimming over with the 
precious fluid. I would rouse myself with a 
start from time to time, but, alas! my Yamba 
was not near me. During the long and deathly 
stillness of the night, the dew came down 
heavily, and as it enveloped my bed, I 


YAMBA GIVES ME THE BLOOD OF A RAT TO ALLAY THE AGONIES OF THIRST. 


THE ADVENTURES 


fell into a sound sleep, from which I was 
awakened some hours later by the same 
clear and ringing voice that had addressed 
me on that still night on my island sand- 
spit. Out upon the impressive stillness of 
the air rang the earnest words: ‘‘ Coupe arbre / 
Coupe Larbre!” 

I was quite conscious, and much refreshed 
by my sleep, but the message puzzled me a 
great deal. At first I thought it must have been 
Yamba’s voice, but I remiembered that she did 


OF 
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drank with gasping eagerness, as you may 
suppose. My delirium had now entirely left 
me, although I was still unable to speak. I 
signed to her to cut the tree, as the voice in my 
dream had directed me. Without a word of 
question Yamba picked up the tomahawk from 
where she had hurled it, and then cut vigorously 
into the tree, making a hole three or four inches 
deep. It may seem astonishing to you, 
but it surprised me in no wise when out from 
the hole there trickleda clear, uncertain stream 


“OUT FROM THE HOLE THERE TRICKLED A CLEAR, UNCERTAIN STREAM.” 


not know a word of French, and as I looked 
round there was no one to be seen. ‘The 
mysterious message still rang in my ears, but 
I was far too weak to attempt to cut the tree 
myself, so I lay there in a sort of inert drowsi- 
ness until, rousing myself, I heard the familiar 
footsteps of Yamba approaching the spot where 


I lay. Her face expressed anxiety, earnestness, 
and joy. 

my _ ‘In her trembling hands she bore a 
Ministerin 


Avcel ome Dicenlcal: containing two or three 
ounces of life-giving water. This I 


(To be continued.) 


of water, under which Yamba promptly held my 
fevered head. This had a wonderfully refreshing 
effect upon me, and in a short time I was 
able to speak feebly but rationally, greatly to 
the delight of my faithful companion. As, 
however, I was still too weak to move, I 
indulged in another and far sounder sleep. 
All through that terrible night, while Yamba 
was far away searching for water, Bruno had 
never left my side, looking into my face wist- 
fully, and occasionally licking my body sympa- 
thetically with his poor, parched tongue. 


A Woman’s Zoo. 


Bys :sHAROLD< |]. SHEPSTONE: 


Telling all about an immense Zoo in Colorado, which is managed entirely ‘by alady. She feeds and 
nurses the bears and lions, is her own ‘“ vet.,”’ and altogether runs the place single-handed. 


=a) tii; management and control of a 
zoological garden, however small 
the collection of animals may be, 
would naturally be considered by 
the majority of people as an arduous 
post, full of responsibility and anxiety, and one 
hardly likely to appeal with favour to a 
woman. | But Mrsiy-John sEliteh, = Jun.) sor 
Ehtch Park, Denver, Colorado—a splendid type 
of the ‘‘ American girl”—is the sole proprietor 
and manager of what is undoubtedly the finest 
zoological garden of its kind west of the 
Atlantic; and she can lay claim to the title 
of being the only woman in the world who 
possesses and manages a public zoo. 

Fo say that Mrs. 
Elitch is a remark- 
able woman is but a 
poor compliment, for 
since her husband’s 
death, some eight 
years ago, she has 
proved herself cap- 
able of supervising 
the entire manage- 
Ment 7Olsathes'Z00, 
with its wonderful 
collection of wild 
and curious and deli- 
cate animals. Not 
only does she _per- 
sonally attend to the 
weightier matters in 
connection with the 
park and its living 
occupants, but minor 
details are by no 
means neglected. 

The zoo, which is 
known as_ Elitch’s 
Zoological Gardens, 
0OCoUpLes = some 
twenty acres of land, 
easy of approach by 
“car” from Denver, 
and is a_ veritable 
pleasure resort for 
the people of Color- 
ado, and particularly 
(hercatigents.of 


MRS, JOHN ELITCH, WHO OWNS AND RUNS THE “ZOO, 
From a Photo. by Nash, Denver. 


Denver. ‘The gardens are nicely laid out, as a 
glance. at the photograph on the next page clearly 
shows. Here we see the decorations, in the 
shape of flags, etc., at the time of the Queen’s 
Jubilee—an early manifestation of the Anglo- 
American entente. The gravel walks wind in 
and out through peach, pear, and cherry trees, 
beautiful shrubs and clustering vines——an ideal 
spot to while away a pleasant afternoon or a 
summer’s evening. 

The animals, however, which claim priority of 
attention, and rightly so, are the finest collection 
ever got together by any private individual, man 
or woman. In England ‘there are a few private 
persons who can boast of some wonderful col- 

lections of animals, 
the Hon.) Walter 
Rothschild, the 
eldest son of Lord 
* Rothschiid, possess- 
ing an interesting 
collection at Tring 
Park, *in Hertford- 
shire; = VMira@oy) ey. 
land, of Haggerstone 
Castle, near Bam- 
borough, Northum- 
berland, has _ also 
collected together a 
large =number.sot. 
foreign animals and 
birds, which he 
keeps on his estate, 
and values very 
highly. 

Neither of these 
collections, however, 
cans .cOMmparescin 
number and _ variety 
with that owned by 
Mrs. -Ehtch,swho 
now possesses prac- 
tically every animal 
except a giraffe and 
a hippopotamus. 
And she has every 
hope of being able 
to obtain one of 
the” ‘latterS>belore 
long, though the 
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BEING A NARRATIVE OF THE MOST AMAZING 


EXPERIENCES A MAN EVER LIVED TO TELL. 


By the time these lines are printed M. de Rougemont will long ago have read his great scientific papers before the 


British Association at their Bristel Congress. 


The publication of the preceding instalments has, we may say, caused 


some truly amazing developments of the story, people having turned up who were long since believed to be dead. 
We cannot yet say much about these developments, but we earnestly advise our readers to follow the story with the 
closest interest. 
Sweden. 


Arrangements are already being made for its translation into every European language from Spain to 
M. de Rougemont begs his hundreds of thousands of friends not to think him discourteous if he is at present 


obliged, through pressure of work, to decline all social engagements, lecture arrangements, etc., etc. 


al HILST I was- asleep the. second 
time, Yamba had gone off with the 
dog in search of food, and had 
returned with a young opossum, 
which was frizzling 1n an appetizing 
way on a tripod of sticks over a blazing fire. I 
was able to eat a little of the flesh, and we 
obtained all the water we wanted from our 
wonderful tree. I have since learnt that my 
life was saved by the well-known Australian 
“bottle-tree,” so called from the shape of the 
trunk. Of course, Yamba was unacquainted 
with the fact that water was stored in its 
interior, because this wonderful tree 
was unknown in her country. As a 
rule her instinct might be depended 
upon implicitly, and even after years 
of her companionship I used to be 
filled with wonder at the way in 
which she would track down game. 
She would glance at a tree 
Yoo ha eistiallyes andes discern <On 
Oconuaeaeue, bark: certain’ minute 
scratches, which were quite 
invisible to me even when pointed 
out. She would then climb up like 
a monkey, and would return to the 
earth with a good-sized opossum, 
which would be roasted in its skin 
and accompanied with many different 
varieties of delicious roots. When I 
had recovered, Yamba told me she 
had walked many miles during the 
night, and had finally discovered a 
full water-hole in a new country, for 
which she said we must make as 
soon as I was sufficiently strong. 
Fortunately this did not take very 
long, and on reaching the brink of 
the water-hole we camped beside it 
for several days, in order to recuper- 
ate. I must say that the liquid we 
found here did not look very inviting 
Vol. ii.—15. 


—it was, in fact, very slimy and green in 
colour; but by the time we took our depar- 
ture there was not, a drop left. Zamba had 
a method of filtration which excited my 
admiration. She dug another hole alongside 
the one containing the water, leaving a_ few 
inches of earth between them, and then forced 
a stick through the partition. - When we wished 
to drink, this stick was withdrawn. A stream 
of comparatively clear water then spurted 
through the opening. She would also filter the 
water by letting it drain from the water-hole 
into another hole dug at the side. 


SS 


“VAMBA CALLED OUT TO ME EXCITEDLY NOY TO MOLEST THI M. 
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At other times, when no ordinary 
TM Wwiten Human being could detect the presence 

of water, she would point out to me a 
little knob of clay on the ground. This, she 
told me, denoted the presence of a frog, and she 
would at once thrust down a reed about r8in. 
long, and invite me to suck the upper end, with 
the result that I imbibed copious draughts of 
delicious cold water. 

At the water-hole described above birds were 
rather plentiful, and when they came down to 
drink Yamba knocked them over without 
difficulty, and they then, of course, appeared as 
a very welcome addition to our daily bill of fare. 
In this way we had a very pleasant spell of rest 
for four or five days. Continuing our journey 
once more, we pushed on till we came to a well- 
wooded country, where the eucalyptus flourished 
mightily and water was plentiful, but yet, strange 
to say, there was very little game in this place. 
Soon after this, I noticed that Yamba grew a 
little anxious, and she explained that as we had 
not come across any kangaroos lately, nor met 
any blacks, it was evident that the wet season 
was coming on. We therefore decided to steer 
for higher ground, and accordingly went almost 
due north for the next few days, until we 
reached the banks of a big river, where we 
thought it advisable to camp. 


One day I saw a number of small 
Barometer Shakes swarming round the foot of a 
of Snakes: tree, and was just about to knock some 

of them over with my stick when Yamba 
called out to me excitedly not to molest them. 
They then began to climb the tree, and she 
explained to me that this clearly indicated the 
advent of the wet season. “I did not wish 
you to kill the snakes,” she said, “because I 
wanted to see if they would take refuge in the 
trees from the coming floods.” 

Up to this time, however, there had not been 
the slightest indication of any great change in 
the weather. Many months must have elapsed 
since rain had last fallen in these regions, for the 
river was extremely low between its extra- 
ordinarily high banks, and the country all 
round was dry and parched; but even 
as we walked a remarkable phenomenon 
occurred, which told of impending changes. I 
was oppressed with a sense of coming evil. I 
listened intently when Yamba drew my attention, 
but at first all I could hear was a curious rum- 
bling sound, far away in the distance. This 
noise gradually increased in volume, and came 
nearer and nearer, but still I was utterly unable 
to account for it. I also noticed that the river 
was becoming strangely agitated, and was swirl- 
ing along at, ever-increasing speed. Suddenly 
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SUDDENLY AN ENORMOUS MASS OF WATER CAME RUSHING DOWN,” 


THE ADVENTURES OF 


an enormous mass of water came rushing down 
with a frightful roar, in one solid wave, 
and then it dawned upon me that it must 
have already commenced raining among the 
hills, and that the tributaries of the river 
were now sending down their floods into 
the main stream, which was rising with 
astonishing rapidity. In the course of a couple 
of hours it had risen between 3oft. and soft. 
Yamba seemed a little anxious, and she ap- 
proached me with a suggestion that we had better 
build a hut on some high ground and remain 
secure in that locality, without attempting 
to continue our march while the rains lasted ; 
and it was evident that they were now upon us. 
We therefore set to work to construct 
De peinee @ coutortable: little ‘shelter, of- bark, 
fastened to a framework of poles by 
means of creepers and climbing plants. ‘Thus, 
by the time the deluge was fairly upon us, we 
were quite snugly ensconced in our little hut. 
We did not, however, remain indoors throughout 
the whole of the day, but went in and out, hunt- 
ing for food and catching game just as usual, the 
torrential rain which beat down upon our naked 
bodies being rather a pleasant experience than 
otherwise. At this time we had a welcome 
addition to our food in the form of cabbage- 
palms and wild honey. We also started building 
a substantial catamaran, with which to navigate 
the river (which I afterwards learned was the 
Roper) when the floods had subsided. My 
versatile companion procured a few trunks of 
very light timber, and we fastened these logs 
together by means of long pins of hardwood, 
and then knitted them still more firmly together 
with strips of kangaroo hide. We also collected 
a stock of provisions to take with us—kangaroo 
and opossum, of course; but principally wild 
honey, cabbage-palm, and roots of various kinds. 
These preparations occupied us for several days, 
and by the time we had arranged everything for 
our journey the weather had be- 
come settled once more. Yamba 
remarked» to. mé that if: we 
simply drifted down the Roper 
River we should be carried to 
the open sea, nor would the time 
necessary be very long, since 
the swollen current was now 
running like a millrace. Our 
catamaran, of course, afforded no 
shelter of any kind, but we car- 
ried some sheets of bark to form 
seats for ourselves and the dog. 
At length we pushed 
Pir oeta Olu OD Our eventful 
voyage, and no sooner y 
had we got fairly into the current : 
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than we were carried along with prodigious 
rapidity, and without the least exertion on our 
part, except in the matter of steering, which was 
conducted by means of paddles from the side of 
the craft. We made such rapid progress that I 
felt inclined to go on all night, but shortly after 
dusk Yamba persuaded me to pull in-shore 
and camp on the bank until,amorning. 

We passed any number of submerged trees, 
and on several of these we found snakes 
coiled among the branches. Some of these rep- 
tiles we caught and ate. About the middle of 
the second day we heard a tremendous roar 
ahead, as though there were rapids in the bed 
of the river. It was now impossible to pull the 
catamaran out of its course, no matter how hard 
we might have striven, the current being abso- 
lutely irresistible. The banks narrowed as the 
rapids were reached, with the result that the 
water in the middle actually became convex, so 
tremendous was the rush in that narrow passage. 
Yamba cried out to me to lie flat on the cata- 
maran and hold on as tightly as I could until 
we reached smooth water again. ‘This she did 
herself, seizing hold of the dog also. 

Nearer and nearer we were swept to 
We Plunge the great seething cauldron of boiling 
Rapids. and foaming waters, and at last, with 
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a tremendous splash, we entered the terrifying 
commotion. We went right under, and so 
great was the force of the water that had I not 
been clinging tenaciously to the catamaran I must 
infallibly have been swept away to certain death. 
Presently, however, we shot into less troubled 
waters and then continued our course, very 
little the worse for having braved these terrible 
rapids. Again we camped on shore that night, and 
were Off at an early hour next morning. .As we 
glided swiftly on, I noticed that the river seemed 
to be growing tremendously wide as we went. 
Yamba explained that we were now getting into 
very flat country, and therefore the great stretch 
of water we were now paddling over was caused 
by the flooding of the river. She also prophesied 
a rather bad time for us, as we should not be 
able to go ashore at night and replenish our stock 
of provisions. Fortunately we had a sufficient 
supply of food with us on the catamaran to last 
at least two or three days longer. The last time 
we landed Yamba had stocked an additional 
quantity of edible roots and smoked meats, and 
although we lost a considerable portion of these 
in shooting the rapids, there still remained 
enough for a few days’ supply. 

In consequence of the ever-increasing width 
of the river, I found it a difficult matter to keep 
in the channel where the current was, so I gave 
up the steering paddle to Yamba, who seemed 
instinctively to know what course to take. 

A Waste On and on we went, until at length the 
of Waters: whole country as far as the eye could 
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reach was one vast sea, extending virtually 
to the horizon, its sluggish surface only broken 
by the tops of the submerged trees. At 
length we sighted a number of little islets 
some distance ahead of us, and then we knew 
we must be nearing the mouth of the river, and 
that the open sea could not be many miles away. 
The last day or two had been full of anxiety 
and inconvenience for us, for we had been 
simply drifting aimlessly on without being able to 
land and stretch our cramped limbs or indulge 
in a comfortable sleep. Thus the sight of 
the islands was a great relief to us, and my 
ever-faithful and considerate companion re- 
marked that as we had nothing to fear now, and 
as I was weary with my vigil of the previous 
night, I had better try and get a little sleep. 
Accordingly I lay down on the catamaran, and 
had barely extended my limbs when I fell fast 
asleep. I awoke two or three hours later, and 
was surprised to find that our catamaran was 
not moving. I raised myself and looked round, 
only to find that we had apparently drifted 
among the tops of a ring of trees rising from a 
submerged island. “ Halloa!” I cried out to 
Yamba, “are we stuck?” ‘ No,” she replied, 
quietly, ‘‘ but look round.” 

You may judge of my horror and 
Situation, 2Mazement when, on complying with 

her direction, I saw outside the curious 
ring of tree-tops scores of alligators peering at 
us with horrid stolidity through the branches, 
some of them snapping their capacious jaws 
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with a viciousness that left no doubt as to its 
meaning. Yamba explained to me that she had 
been obliged to take refuge in this curious but 
convenient shelter, because the alligators seemed 
to be swarming in vast numbers in that part of 
the river. She had easily forced a way for the 
catamaran through the branches, and, once 
past, had drawn them together again, so as 
effectually to prevent the ferocious monsters 
from following her. Judge, then, our position 
for yourself—with a scanty food supply, on a 
frail platform of logs, and literally besieged by 
crowds of loathsome alligators! Nor did we 
know how long our imprisonment was likely to 
last. Our poor dog, too, was terribly frightened, 
and he sat whining and trembling in a most 
pitiable manner in spite of reassuring words and 
caresses from Yamba and myself. I confess 
that I was very much alarmed, for the monsters 
would occasionally emit a most peculiar and 
terrifying sound—not unlike the roar of a lion. 
Hour after hour we sat there on the swaying 
catamaran, praying fervently for the hideous 
reptiles to leave us and let us continue our 
journey in peace. As darkness began to descend 
upon the vast waste of waters, it occurred to me 
to make a bold dash through the serried ranks 
of our besiegers, but Yamba restrained me, 
telling me it meant certain death to attempt to 
run the gauntlet under such fearsome circum- 
stances. 


The neht came-on. How can | 
Aiigatess. describe its horrors? Even ag I write, 

I hear the ceaseless roars and barks of 
those horrible creatures, and the weird but 
gentle lappings of that limitless waste of waters 
that extended as far as the “eye could reach. 
Often I was tempted to give up in despair, 
feeling that there was no hope whatever for us. 
Towards morning, however, the alligators 
apparently grew tired of their vigil, and one 
after another they slid backwards and_ dis- 
appeared. Some little time after the last alli- 
gator had gone under, the catamaran was being 
swept swiftly and noiselessly down the stream 
again. 

We made straight for a little island some 
distance ahead of us, and found it to be unin- 
habited. Black and white birds, not quite so 
large as pigeons, were very plentiful, as also 
were eggs. Soon my Yamba had a nice meal 
ready for me, and then we lay down for a much- 
needed rest. After this we steered for a large 
island some nine or ten miles distant, and as we 
approached we could see that it was inhabited 
from the smoke-signals the natives sent up the 
moment they caught sight of us. 

A Hostile AS we came nearer we could see the 
Reception. blacks assembling on the beach to 
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meet us, but, far from showing any .riendli- 
ness, they held their spears poised threaten- 
ingly, and would no doubt have thrown them 
had I not suddenly sprung to my feet and 
made signs that I wished to sit down with them 
—that I wished to parley with them. They then 
lowered their spears, and we landed, but to my 
great disappointment neither Yamba nor I could 
understand one word of their language, which 
was totally different from the tongue spoken in 
Yamba’s country. Our first meeting was con- 
ducted in the usual way—squatting down on 
our haunches, and then drawing nearer and 
nearer until we were able to rub noses on one 
another’s shoulders. I then explained by 
means of signs that I wanted to stay with them 
a few days, and I was inexpressibly relieved to 
find that my little passport stick (which never 
left my possession for a moment) was recognised 
at once, and was most efficacious generally. 
After this I became more friendly with my 
hosts, and I told them by signs that I was 
looking for white people like myself, whereupon 
they replied I should have to go still farther 
south to find them. They then took us to 
their camp, and provided us with food, con- 
sisting mainly of fish, shell-fish, and roots. 
Soutite ase le could “aseertain, there: Swere 
no kangaroos or opossums on the island. 
After two or three days, I thought it time to be 
continuing our journey, but I decided not to go 
south at all, but to strike due north, where I 
felt certain Cape York lay; and I also resolved 
to travel by sea this time, the blacks having 
presented me with a very unsubstantial “dug-out” 
canoe. Leaving behind us the catamaran that 
had brought us so many hundreds of miles, we 
set out on our travels once more—taking care, 
however, never to lose sight of the coast-line on 
account of our frail craft. We passed several 
beautiful islands, big and little, and on one that 
we landed I came across some native chalk 
drawings on the face of the rock. They depicted 
rude figures of men—I don’t remember any 
animals—and they were not nearly so well done 
as the drawings I had seen in caves up in the 
Cape Londonderry district. 
We also landed from time to time on 
English- the mainland, and spoke with the 
speaking= chiefs of various tribes.. They were 
all hostile at first. On one occasion 
we actually met one or two blacks who spoke a 
few words of English. They had evidently been 
out with pearlers at some time in their lives, but 
had returned to their native wilds many years 
before our visit. I asked them if they knew 
where white men were to be found, and they 
pointed east (Cape York), and also indicated 
that the whites were many moons’ journey away 
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from us. As, however, I felt: confident Cape 
York lay immediately to the north, I continued 
my course in that direction, paddling all day 
and running in-shore to campat night. We lived 
mainly on shell-fish and sea-birds’ eggs at this 
time, and altogether life became terribly weari- 
some and monotonous. ‘This, however, was 
mainly owing to my anxiety. Day after day 
we kept doggedly on, hugging the shore very 
closely, going in and out of every bay and 
visiting every island, and never seeing a 
single human being. We were apparently 
still many hundreds of miles away from our 
destination. ‘To add to the wretchedness of the 
situation, my poor Yamba, who had been so 
devoted, so hardy, and so contented, at length 
began to manifest symptoms of illness, and to 
complain gently of the weariness of it all. “ You 
are looking,” she would say, “for a place that 
does not exist. You are looking for friends of 
whose very existence you are unaware.” I 
would not give in, however, and I persuaded 


her that all would be well in time, if 
only she would continue to bear with me. 
_ One morning, shortly after we 
attase: bad begun our usual trip for 
the day, and were just rounding 

a headland, I was almost stupefied to behold in 
front of me the masts of a boat (which I after- 
wards found to be a Malay proa) close in-shore. 
The situation was between Cook’s Island and 
the main. I sprang to my feet in a state of 
the greatest excitement. “ ‘Thank God! thank 
God!” I shouted to Yamba ; “we are saved at 
last !-saved —saved-—saved!” As I shouted, I 
pulled the canoe round and made for the vessel 


with all possible despatch. We very soon came 
up with her, and found her almost stranded, in 
consequence of the lowness of the tide. Nor 
was there apparently a soul on board. I 
thought this rather strange, but as I could see 
a hut not very far away,-close to the beach, I 
steered towards it. This little dwelling, too, 
was uninhabited, though I found a number of 
trays of fish lying about, which afterwards I found 
to be déche-de-mer, being dried and smoked. 
Suddenly, while Yamba and I were investigating 
the interior of the hut, a number of Malays 
unexpectedly appeared on the scene, and I then 
realized I had had the good fortune to come 
across a Malay déche-de-mer expedition in these 
regions. 

The fishermen were exceedingly surprised 
at seeing Yamba and myself, but when they 
found I could speak their language a little 
they evinced every sign of delight, and forth- 
with entertained us most hospitably on board 
their craft, which was a boat of ten or fifteen 
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tons. They told me they had come from the 
Dutch islands south of Timor, and they promptly 
made me an offer that set my heart beating 
wildly. ‘They said they were prepared to take 
me back to Kopang, if I wished. They even 
offered Yamba a passage along with me; but, to 
my amazement and bitter disappointment, she 
said she did not wish to go with them. She 
trembled as though with fear. She was afraid 
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that when once we were on board, the Malays 
would kill me and keep her. 

One other reason for this fear I knew, 
but it in no way mitigated my acute 
grief at being obliged to decline what 
would probably be my only chance of returning 
to civilization. For this I had pined day and 
night for four or five years, and now. that escape 
was within my grasp I was obliged to throw it 
away. For let me emphatically state, even if 
civilization had been but a mile away, I can 
truthfully say I would not have gone a yard 
towards it without that devoted creature who 
had been my salvation, not on one occasion 
only, but practically every moment of my 
existence. 

I tried to persuade Yamba to change her 
mind, but she remained firm in her decision, 
and so, almost choking with bitter regret, and 
in a state of utter collapse, I had to decline the 
offer of the Malays. We stayed with them, 
however, a few weeks longer, and at length they 
accompanied me to a camp of black fellows 
near some lagoons, a little way farther south of 
the Malays’ own camp. Before they left, they 
presented me with a quantity of déche-de-mer, or 
sea slugs, which make most excellent soup. At 
this place, which was in Raffles Bay, the chief 
spoke quite excel- 
lent English. One 
of his wives could 
even say the Lord’s 
Prayer in_ English, 


I Abandon 
Hope. 


though, of course, 
she did not know 


what she was talk- 
ing about. ‘* Cap- 
tain Jack Davis,” as 
he called himself, 
had served for some 
little time on one 
of Her Majesty’s 
ships, and he told 
me that not many 
marches away there 
was an old Euro- 
pean settlement, 
and he offered even 
to guide me to this 
place, if I cared. to 
go. He first showed 
me to an old white settlement in Raffles Bay, 
called, I think, Fort Wellington, where I found 
some large fruit trees, including ripe yellow 
mangoes. ‘Ihere were, besides, raspberries, 
strawberries, and Cape gooseberries. Needless 
to remark, all this made me very happy and con- 
tented, for I felt I must now be getting near 


the home of some white men. I thought that, 
Vol. ii.—16. 
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after all, perhaps Yamba’s refusal to go with 
the Malays was for the best, and with high 
hopes I set out with Captain Davis for another 
deserted settlement he spoke of. ‘This turned 
out.to be Port Essington, which we reached 
in two or three days. Another cruel blow was 
dealt me here. 

You can perhaps form some idea of 

Decevea My poignant dismay and disappoint- 
Settlement. ment on finding that this dreary-look- 

ing place of swamps and marshes was 
quite deserted, although there were a number of 
ruined houses, gardens, and orchards _ there. 
The blacks told me that at one time it had 
been one of the most important penal settle- 
ments.in Australia, but that it’ had to be 
abandoned on account of the prevalence of 
malarial fever arising from the swamps in the 
neighbourhood. I came across a number of 
graves, which were evidently those of the exiled 
settlers. There was food in abundance at this 
place—raspberries, bananas, and mangoes grew 
in profusion—whilst the marshes were in- 
habited by vast flocks of geese, ducks, white 
ibis,=-and other) wild: fowlz Indeed; “in 
the swamps the birds rose in such _pro- 
digious numbers as actually to obscure the 
face of the sun. ‘The blacks, by the way, had 
a véry peculiar 
method of catching 
water-fowl. They 
would simply wade 
through the reeds 
into the water al- 
IN OstavU Dan tOuet hein 
nécks, and then 
cover their heads 
with a handful of 
Breen: stuil oh e- 
maining perfectly 
still, they would 
watch their oppor- 
tunity, and simply 
seize a goose or a 
duck by the leg and 
drag it down under 
the water until it 
was drowned. ‘The 
number of water- 
fowl caught in this 
way by a_ single 
black fellow was truly astonishing. 

After having remained a fortnight at Port 
‘ssington itself, we returned to Raffles Bay, 
where Yamba and I made a camp among the 
blacks and took up our residence among them ; 
for Captain Davis had told me that ships called 
there casually, and it was possible that one 
might call soon from Port Darwin. ‘The vessels, 


” 


LG, 


AB Se 


he added, came for buffalo meat, of which more 
hereafter. I had decided to remain among 
these people some hittle time, because they 
knew so much about Europeans, and I felt sure 
of picking up knowledge which would be useful 
to me. 
I had not been established in this 
Theossor Camp many days, however, before I 
Fever. was struck down, for the first time, 
with a terrible attack of malarial fever, 
probably induced by the many hours I had 
spent wading in the swamps at Port Essington. 
There were the usual symptoms—quick flushings 
and fever heats, followed by violent fits of 
shivering, which no amount of natural warmth 
could mitigate. My faithful Yamba was terribly 
distressed at my condition, and she waited upon 
me with most beautiful devotion ; but in spite of 
all that could be done for me, I grew gradually 
weaker and weaker, until in the course of a few 
ways I was wildly delirious. The blacks, too, 
were very good to me, and doctored me, in their 
quaint native way, with certain leaves and 
powders. All to no purpose, however, and for 
several days I was even unable to recognise my 
Yamba. Then the fever subsided somewhat, 
and I was left as weak and helpless as a little 
child. 
When I came round a little, I. fancied 
Discovers, L noticed a great change in Yamba, 
and I asked her if anything had_ oc- 
curred to her during my illness. “I then learned 
something which will haunt me to my dying 
day. There is perhaps no more extraordinary 
instance of womanly devotion recorded in the 
annals of the human race. ‘To my unspeakable 
horror, Yamba quietly told me that she had 
recently given birth to a child, zAzch she had 
killed and eaten! Tt took me some time to 
realize a thing so ghastly and so horrible, and 
when asked why she had done it, she pleaded : 
“I was afraid you were going to die—going to 
leave me; and besides, you know I could not 
have nursed both you and the baby, so I did 
what I considered best.” 

Here I ought to explain that the women 
among the Australian aborigines did frequently 
eat their children, but the reason is one which, 
if possible, palliates in some degree this shock- 
ing custom. You understand that the various 
tribes or sections of the blacks are perpetually 
shifting their quarters according to the state of 
the various water supplies and other conditions, 
and when the mothers find themselves with 
several young children to look after, it is diffi- 
cult, nay, almost impossible, for them to carry 
the little ones about from place to place and yet 
fulfil their own domestic duties at the game time. 
The system of killing and eating children is 
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therefore dictated solely by motives of love and 
consideration, strange as this may appear. 
Rather than leave the little ones to perish of 
neglect and decay before their eyes, the mothers 
kill and eat them, as I have before described. 
They do this, however, when the child is only a 
few days old, and before they have learnt to love 
it very much. 

There are things, of course, too sacred to be 
spoken about here, but I think it may be 
mentioned as an instance of wonderful devotion 
that, as I lay raving in the delirium of fever, the 
heroic woman who attended me had given me 
her own breast as nourishment. This she also 
pleaded to me as an additional palliation for the 
horrible act she had done. I felt, therefore, 
that I could not reproach her, and indeed, by 
mutual consent, we let this fearful matter drop, 
nor did we ever mention it again. 

She saw I was perfectly horror-struck, but she 
altogether failed to understand my point of 
view. or a long time after this incident, how- 
ever, Yamba carried a little parcel wrapped in 
bark round her neck, and this she appeared to 
treasure very much. 

One day when I had quite recovered 

Relies, she told me that the little bag con- 

tained some of the small bones of the 
infant, which she was preserving out of love for 
its memory. 

It was some time before I quite recovered 
from the fever, and I was frequently seized with 
distressing fits of shivering. I also experienced 
an overwhelming desire for a drink of milk ; 
why, I am unable to say. Therefore, when 
some of the blacks told me that wild buffalo were 
to be found in the neighbourhood—beasts that 
had formerly belonged to settlers, but were now 
run wild—I resolved, when sufficiently strong, 
to try and capture one of the cows for the sake 
of its milk. 

Yamba, of course, accompanied me on my 
expedition, and her bushmanship was altogether 
quite indispensable. We came upon buffalo 
tracks near a large water-hole, close to my hut, 
and here we each climbed a gum-tree and 
awaited the arrival of our prospective prey. 
We waited a long time, but were at length 
rewarded by seeing a big cow buffalo and her 
calf meandering leisurely in our direction. My 
only weapons were a lasso made out of green 
kangaroo hide, fixed to the end of a long pole ; 
and my bow and arrows. I slid down the tree 
a little way, and when the calf was near enough, 
I gently slipped the noose over its neck, and 
promptly made it a prisoner under the very nose of 
its astonished mother, who bellowed mournfully. 
KB Criticaa My success so elated Yamba that she 

momen’ too slid down from her hiding-place, 
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and was making her way over to me and the 
calf, when suddenly’ an enormous bull which 
we had not previously seen rushed at her 
at full speed. Yamba instantly realized her 
danger, and swarmed up a tree again like light- 
ning, just as the great brute was upon her. I 
called out to her to attract the attention of the 
old bull while I attended to the mother, and 
calf. I dropped my pole to which the lasso was 
attached, and allowed the little one to walk 
quickly away with it; but, as I anticipated, the 
trailing pole soon caught between 
the stumps of some trees, and made 
the calf a more secure prisoner 
than ever. It was a curious repe- 
tition of the story of the 
two whales. The mother 
walked round and round, 
and appeared to be in 
the greatest distress. She 
never left her little one’s 
side, but continued to 
bellow loudly and _ lick 
the calf to coax it away. 
Quietly sliding down my © 
tree, I made my way to 
where Yamba was still 
holding the attention of 
the bull—a fiery brute 
who was pawing the 
ground with rage at the 
fOGCOr hetetree--. Lehad 
fitted an arrow to my 
bow, and was preparing 
to shoot, when, unfortu- 
nately, the bull detected 
the noise of my ap- 
proach, and rushed 
straight at me. I con- 
fessi- it swas . rather oa 
trying moment, but I 
never lost my head, feel- 
ing confident of my skill 
with the bow—which I had practised off and on 
ever since I had left school at Montreux. I 
actually waited until the charging monster was 
within a few paces, and then I let fly. So close 
was he that not much credit is due to me for 
accurate aim. The arrow fairly transfixed his right 
eye, causing him to pull up on his haunches, and 
fairly roar with pain in the most agonized way. 
Yamba, full of anxiety, hurried down 
‘Sanat? her tree, but she had scarcely reached 
the ground when the baffled bull 
wheeled and charged upon her, with more fury 
than ever. She simply burried behind a tree, 
however, and then I showed myself and induced 
him to charge down upon me once more. Again 
I waited until he was almost upon me, and then 
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I sent another arrow into his other eye, blind- 
ing him completely. On this, the poor brute 
brought up sharp, and commenced to back in 
an uncertain way, bellowing with pain. I forgot 
all my fever in the excitement, and rushed upon 
the bull with my tomahawk, and dealt him a 
blow on the side of the head that made him 
stagger. I brought him to the earth with two 
or three other blows, and in a few minutes I had 
administered the coup-de-grice. No sooner was 
the big bull dead than I determined to test the 
efficacy of a very popular 
native remedy for fever—for 
shivering fits still continued 
to come upon me at most 


awkward times, usually late in the day. No 
matter how much grass poor Yamba brought 
me I never could get warm, and so now I 
thought I would try some animal heat. 
searce ‘had the life left the. body 
A Blood’ before I ripped the—buffalo open 
between the fore and hind legs, and 
then crawled into the interior, fairly burying 
myself in a deluge of warm blood and intestines. 
My head, however, was protruding from the 
animal’s chest. Yamba understood perfectly 
well what I was doing, and when [ told her I 
was going to indulge in a long sleep. in my 
curious resting-place, she said she would keep 
watch and see that I was not disturbed. I 
remained buried in the bull’s interior for the 
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rest of the day and all through the night. Next 
morning, to my amazement, I found I was a 
prisoner, the carcass having got cold and rigid, 
so that I had literally to be dugout. As I 
emerged I presented a most ghastly and 
horrifying spectacle. _ My body was covered 
with congealed blood, and even my long hair 
was all matted and stiffened with it. But never 
can I forget the feeling of exhilaration. and 
strength that took possesston of me as I stood 
there looking at my faithful companion. JZ was 
absolutely cured—a new man, a giant of strength! 

I made my way down to the lagoon and 
washed myself thoroughly, scrubbing myself 
with a kind of soapy clay, and afterwards taking 
arun in order to get dry. ‘This extraordinary 
system of applying the carcass of a freshly killed 
animal is invariably resorted to by the natives in 
case of serious illness, and they look upon it as 
an all but infallible cure. Certainly it was sur- 
prisingly efficacious in my own case. Next day we 
directed our attention to the capture of the cow, 
which was still wandering around her imprisoned 
little one, and only leaving it for a few minutes 
at a time in order to get food. I constructed a 
small fence or inclosure of sticks, and into this 
we managed to. drive the cow. We then kept 
her for two days without food and water, in 
order to tame her, and we did not even let her 
little calf come near her. We then approached 
her, and found her perfectly subdued, and 
willing to take food and water from us _ precisely 
as though she were the gentlest Alderney. 

I found I was even able to milk her, 
Andeca and I can assure you that I never 

tasted anything more delightful in my 
life than the copious draughts of fresh milk I 
indulged in on that eventful morning. In fact, 
I practically lived on nothing else for the next 
few days, and it pulled me round in a most 
surprising way. ‘The flesh of the dead buffalo 
I did not touch myself, but handed it over to 
the blacks, who were vastly impressed by my 
prowess as a mighty hunter. They themselves 
had often tried to kill buffalo with their spears, 
but had never succeeded. I removed the bull’s 
hide, however, and made a big rug out of it, 
which I found very serviceable indeed in sub- 
sequent wet seasons. It was as hard as a board, 
and at least half an inch thick. 

When I returned to Captain Davis and the rest 
of my friends at Raffles Bay, I was quite well 
and strong once more, and I stayed with them 
three or four months, hunting almost every day 
(there were even wild ponies and English 
cattle-——of course, relics of the old settlement), 
and picking up all the information I could. I 
had many conversations with Davis himself, 
and he told me that I should probably find 


white men at Port Darwin, which he said 
was between three and four hundred miles 
away. The tribe at Port Essington, I may 
mention, only numbered about fifty souls. This 
was about the year 1868. Captain Davis— 
who, by the way, was passionately fond of 
tobacco, and would travel almost any distance 
to obtain an ounce or two from the Malay 
béche-de-mer fishers — pointed out to me a 
blazed tree near his camp on which the following 
notice was cut :— 
Lupwic. LEICHARDT, 
Overland from Sydney, 
1847. 

It was therefore evident that this 
Civifization.district had already been visited bya 

white man, and the fact that he had 
come overland filled me with hopes that some 
day I, too, might return to civilization in the 
same way. ‘The English-speaking black chief 
assured me that his father had acted as guide to 
Leichardt, but whether the latter got back safely 
to Sydney again he never knew. ‘The white 
traveller, he said, left Port Essington in a ship. 

Having considered all things, I decided to 

attempt to reach Port Darwin, in the hope of 
finding Europeans living there ; and, after some 
preparations, Yamba and I and the dog pushed 
out into the unknown sea in our frail canoe, 
which was only about 15ft. long and tain. 
wide. Of course, we kept close in-shore 
all the time, and made pretty good progress 
until we passed Apsley Straits, avoiding the 
huge Van Diemen’s Gulf, with its alligator- 
infested rivers and creeks. We must have been 
close to Port Darwin when, with little or no 
warning, a terrific storm arose, and quickly 
carried us out to sea in a south-westerly direc- 
tion. In a moment, of course, our frail little 
craft was partially swamped, and Yamba and 
I were compelled to jump overboard and hang 
on to the gunwale on either side to prevent the 
canoe from totally swamping. ‘This was about 
a fortnight after I left Captain Davis. We knew 
that if we were swamped, all our belongings, 
including my poor old dog, my live geese, water, 
and other provisions, would be lost in the raging 
sea. The night that followed, by the way, was 
perhaps one of the most appalling experiences 
that ever befell me; but I had by this time 
become so inured to terrible trials that I merely 
took it as a matter of course. 

Imagine for yourself the scene. The 
THoree* giant waves are rolling mountains high, 

the darkness. of night is gathering 
round us fast, and I and my heroic wife are 
immersed in the billows, hanging on for dear 
life to the little dug-out canoe, only rqin. 
wide. Although we were soon _ thoroughly 


AGowe, 


exhausted with our long immersion in the water, 
we dared not climb aboard. Will it be believed 
that all night long we were compelled to remain 
in the sea, clinging to the canoe, half drowned, 
and tossed about like the merest insignificant 
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perfect calm settled on the sea. When we 
were somewhat rested we paddled on in a 
direction where we concluded land must 
lie (we steered south-east for the main), and 
in the course of a few hours had the satis- 
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atoms in the midst of the stupendous waves, 
which were literally ablaze with phosphorescent 
light? Often as those terrible hours crawled by 
I would have let go my hold and given up alto- 
gether were it not for Yamba’s | cheery and 
encouraging voice, above the terrific roar of the 
storm, pointing out to me how much we had 
been through already, and how many fearful 
dangers we had safely encountered together. 
Towards the early hours of the morning she 
advised me to get into the canoe for a spell, but 
she herself remained hanging on to the gunwale, 
trying to keep the head of the little canoe before 
the immense waves that were still running. I was 
very cold and stiff, and found it difficult to 
climb into the canoe. As the morning ad- 
vanced, the sea began to abate somewhat, and 
presently Yamba joined me in the canoe. We 
were, however, unable to shape our course for 
any set quarter, since by this time we were out 
of sight of land altogether, and had not even 
the slightest idea about our position. 

pritting, All that day we drifted aimlessly 
Driting- about, and then, towards evening, a 


(To be continued.) 
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faction of seeing a little rocky island, which 
promptly made for and landed upon. Here 
we obtained food in plenty in the form of 
birds; but drinking water was not to be 
found anywhere, so we had to fall back on the 
small stock we always carried in skins. Judging 
from the appearance of the rocks, and the 
smell that pervaded the place, I imagined that 
this must bea guano island. I now knew that 
we were near Port Darwin, éut had passed it 
in the great storm, while we were fighting for 
our fives. We slept on the island that night, 
and felt very much better next morning when 
we started out on our voyage once more, 
visiting every oy and inlet. Hope, too, began 
to reassert itself, and I thought that after all 
we might be able to reach Port Darwin in spite 
of the “distance we must have been driven out 
of our course. Several islands studded the sea 
through which we were now steadily threading 
our way, and that evening we landed on one 
of these and camped for the night. . Next day 
we were off again, and as the weather continued 
beautifully fine we made splendid progress. 
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‘7. THEN SHOT, HALF-A-DOZEN ARROWS INTO THE ENEMYS RANKS? 


(SEE PAGE 230.) 
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The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont* 
AS FOLD) BY *TLIMSELE, 
Wi 
THE WIDE WORLD is a Magazine started with the avowed intention of publishing true stories of actual experiences 
and avoiding fiction. ‘‘ The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont” were commenced under the belief that they were 
the true account of the life of the author. It.now turns out that it is not possible for him to have been thirty years 
among the savages, as stated. His story was told in these offices over a period of several months, during which time he 
never contradicted himself once. But, after what has transpired, we wish it to be distinctly understcod that we do not 
publish it as a true narrative, but only as it is given to us by the author, leaving it to the members of the public to 
believe as much or as little as they please. It is admitted that portions of the story are founded on his experiences. 
In any case, the story is so crowded with vivid, graphic, and consistént details, that it marks its author, if not a speaker 
of the truth, at least as a master of fiction who has had no equal in our language since Defoe ; so that, even if the story 
is an invention, it is one which cannot fail to excite the deepest interest, and we are sure that our readers would be 
keenly disappointed if they were not allowed the opportunity of hearing the extraordinary developments and termination 
of the narrative. We may conclude, in the witty lines of the World :— 


“Truth is stranger than Fiction,” 
But De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


ONE evening a few days after the 
Mystemous storm, as we were placidly paddling 
Glee. away, I saw Yamba’s face suddenly 
brighten with a look I had never seen 
on it before, and I felt sure this presaged some 
extraordinary occurrence. She would gaze up 
into the heavens with a quick, sudden motion, 
and then her own intelligent eyes would sparkle 
like the stars above. I questioned her, but she 
maintained an unusual reserve, and, as I con- 
cluded that she knew instinctively we were 
approaching Port Darwin, I, too, felt full of joy 
and pleasure that the 
object of our journey was 
at length about to be 
achieved. Alas! what 
awaited me was only one 
more of the astounding 
series of disappointments 
so stunning as to plunge 
me into the very blackest 
despair. 
Yamba still continued 
to gaze up at the stars, 
and when at length she 
had apparently satisfied 
herself upon a_ certain 
point, she turned to me 
with a shout of ex- 
cited laughter and 
delight, pointing fran- > 
tically at a certain 
glowing star. Seeing ~. 
that Iwasstillpuzzled 
by @ hers merriment, — 
she cried, “‘ That star : 
is One you remember 
well.” I thought for 


the whole thing came to me like a flash of 
lightning. Yamba was approaching her own 
home once more—-the very potnt from which 
we had both started eighteen months previously / 
In the storm, as I have already said, we had 
passed - Port Darwin altogether, having been 
driven far out to sea. 

I tell you, my heart nearly burst when 
I recalled the awful privations and 
hardships we had both experienced so 
recently ; and when I realized that all these 
things had been absolutely in vain, and _ that 
once more my trembling hopes 
were to be dashed to the ground 
in the most appalling manner, I fell 
back into the canoe, utterly crushed 
with horror and impotent disappoint- 


A Dreadful 
Shock. 


a moment, and then ‘¢l FELL BACK INTO THE CANOE UTTERLY CRUSHED.” 


Vol ii.—29. 
* Copyright, 1398, in the U 


nited States, by Louis de Rougemont. All rights strictly reserved. 


228 THE WIDE WORLD 


ment. Was there ever so terrible an experience P 
Take a map of Australia and see for yourself 
my terrible blunders—mistaking the west coast 
of the Gulf of Carpentaria for the eastern waters 
of the Cape York Peninsula, and then blindly 
groping northward and westward in search of 
the settlement of Somerset, which in reality 
lay hundreds of miles north-east of me. I 
was unaware of the very existence of the great 
Gulf of = Garpentania-- |. But) weresit notre 
having had to steer north to get out of the 
waterless plains, I might possibly have reached 
the north-eastern coast of the continent in 
due time, avoiding the Roper River altogether. 

Yamba knelt by my side and tried to com- 
fort me in her own sweet, quaint way, and she 
pictured to me—scant consolation—how glad 
her people would be to have us both back 
amongst them once more. She also urged 
what a great man I might be among her people 
if only I would stay and make my home with 
them. Even her voice, however, fell dully on 
my ears, for I was fairly mad with rage and 
déspair—with myself, for not having gone 
overland to Port Darwin from Port Essington, 
as, indeed, I should most certainly have done 
were it not that Davis had assured me the 
greater part of the journey lay through deadly 
swamps and creeks, and great waters swarming 
with alligators. I had even had in my mind 
the idea of attempting to reach Sydney over- 
land, but I thought I would first of all see what 
facilities in the way of reaching civilization Port 
Darwin had to offer. Now Iwas. back in 
Cambridge Gulf, in the very spot I had left a 
year and a half before, and where I had landed 
with my four blacks from the island sand-spit. 
But you, my readers, shall judge of my feelings. 

We landed on an island at the mouth of the 
gulf, and Yamba made smoke-signals to her 
friends on the mainland, telling them of our 
return. We resolved it would never do to con- 
fess we had been driven back. No, we had 
roamed about and had come back to our dear 
friends of our own free will, feeling there was no 
place like home! Just think what a 7éée this 
was for me to play, with my whole being thrilling 
with an agony of helpless rage and disappoint- 
ment. 

This time, however, we did not wait for the 
blacks to come out and meet us, but paddled 
straight for the beach, where the chiefs and all 
the tribe were assembled in readiness to receive 
us. The first poignant anguish being passed, 
and the warmth of welcome being so cordial 
and excessive (they cried with joy), I began to 
feel a little easier in my mind and more resigned 
to inexorable fate. The usual ceremony of 
nose-rubbing on shoulders was gone through, 
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and almost every native present expressed his 
or her individual delight at seeing us again, and 
besieged us with questions. Yamba, by the 
way, became a great woman among them. A 
spacious “humpy” or hut was built without 
delay, and the blacks vied with one another in 
bringing me things which I sorely needed, such 
as fish, turtles, roots, and eggs. 

That evening a corroboree on a 
“elcome gigantic scale was held in my honour, 

and on every side the blacks mani- 
fested great rejoicing at my return, which, of 
course, they never dreamed was involuntary. 
Human nature is, as I found, the same the 
world over, and one reason for my warm welcome 
was that my blacks had just been severely 
thrashed by a neighbouring tribe, and were con- 
vinced thatif I would help them to retaliate they 
could not fail to inflict tremendous punishment 
upon their enemies. By this time, having 
become, as I said before, somewhat resigned to 
my fate, I consented to lead them in their next 
battle on condition that two shield-bearers were 
provided to protect me from the enemy’s spears. 
This being the first time I had ever undertaken 
war operations with my friends, I determined 
that the experiment should run no nisk of 
failure, and that my dignity should in no way 
suffer. I declared first of all that I would 
choose as my shield-bearers the two most expert 
men in the tribe. There was much competition 
for these honoured posts, and many warriors 
demonstrated their skill before me. 

At length FE chose’ two stalwart 
My Omeial fellows, named respectively Mari and 

Yuni, and every day for a week they 
conducted some trial manceuvres with their 
friends. ‘There would be a kind of ambush 
prepared, and flights of spears would be hurled 
at me, to be warded off with astonishing 
dexterity by my alert attendants. All I was 
provided with was my steel tomahawk and my 
bow and arrows. I never really became expert 
with the spear and shield, and I knew only too 
well that if I handled these clumsily I should 
immediately lose prestige among my blacks. 

After a week or two of practice and sham 

combats, I felt myself pretty safe with my two 
protectors, and I then began organizing an army 
to lead against the enemy. Altogether I 
collected about 500 fighting men, each armed 
with a bundle of throwing spears, a shield made 
of light wood, and a short, heavy waddy or club 
for use at close quarters. When everything was 
in readiness, I marched off at the head of my 
army and invaded the enemies’ country, followed 
by the usual crowd of women folk, who saw to 
the commissariat department and did the trans- 
port themselves. On the first day out, we had 
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to ford a large stream-—a branch of the Victoria 
River, I think—and at length reached a suitable 
place in which to engage the enemy in battle. 

I ought here to describe my personal appear- 
ance on this important day, when, for the first 
time, I posed as a great chief, and led my people 
into battle, filled with the same enthusiasm that 
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to battle, attired as one of themselves in every 
respect, and with all their tribal marks on my 
body. When we reached the battle-ground, 
my men sent up smoke-signais of defiance, 
announcing the fact of our invasion, and 
challenging the enemy to come down from the 
mountains and fight us. This challenge was 


“ eLIGHTS OF SPEARS WERE HURLED AT ME.” 


animated them. My hair was built up on strips 
of whalebone to a height of nearly 2ft. from 
my head, and was decorated with black and 
white cockatoo feathers. My face, which had 
now become very dark from exposure to the 
sun, was decorated in four colours—yellow, 
white, black, and red. 

There were two black-and-white 
Myselfas arched stripes across the forehead, 
War Chief. and a yellow curving line across each 

cheek under the eye. I also wore a 
fairly long beard, moustache, and side-whiskers. 
There were four different-coloured stripes on 
each arm, whilst on the body were four vari- 
coloured stripes, two on each side, and a long, 
yellow, curving stripe extended across the 
stomach, belt-wise. Round my middle I wore 
a kind of double apron of emu skin, with 
feathers. There were other stripes of different- 
coloured ochres on my legs, so that altogether 
you may imagine I presented a terrifying 
appearance. Of this, however, I soon grew 
quite oblivious—a fact which I afterwards 
had occasion bitterly to regret. It were, 
indeed, well for me that I had on subse- 
quent occasions realized better the bizarre 
nature of my appearance, for had I done so 1 
would probably have reached civilization long 
ago. 

Here, then, find me a fully-equipped war 
chief of the cannibal blacks, leading them on 


promptly responded to by other smoke-signals, 
but as at least a day must elapse before our 
antagonists could arrive, I spent the interval in 
devising a plan of battle—oddly enough, on the 
lines of a famous historic Swiss encounter five or 
six centuries ago. I arranged that fifty or sixty 
men, under the leadership of a chief, should 
occupy some high ground in our rear, and these 
were to form a kind of ambush. 

They were to act as a reserve, and 
Preparations were jnstructed to come rushing to our 

assistance when I signalled for them, 
yelling out their weird war-cry of “ warra-hoo-00, 
warra-hoo-00 !” I concluded that this in itself 
would strike terror into the hearts of our 
opponents, who were accustomed to see the 
whole force engaged at one time, and knew 
nothing about troops held in reserve, or tactics 
of any kind whatsoever. ‘The native method 
of procedure, as, I think, I have already 
remarked, was usually to dash pell-mell at one 
another after the abuse and fight until one side 
or the other drew blood, without which no 
victory could be gained. 

Just before the battle commenced I had a 
real inspiration which practically decided the 
affair without any fighting at all. It occurred 
to me that if I mounted myself on stilts, some 
r8in. high, and shot an arrow or two from my 
bow, the enemy would turn tail and bolt. And 
so it turned out. As the armies approached 
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one another in full battle array they presented 
quite an imposing appearance, and when a 
suitable distance separated them they halted 
for the inevitable abusive parley. Into the 
undignified abuse, needless to remark, I did not 
enter, but kept well in the background. ‘The 
spokesman of my tribe accused the enemy of 


“ce 


being without pluck—said that they were 
cowards, and would have their livers eaten by 
the invaders. There was any amount of spear- 
brandishing, yelling, and gesticulating. For these 
blacks apparently find it impossible to come up 
to actual fighting pitch without. first being 
worked up to an extraordinary degree of excite- 
ment, 
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When at length the abuse had got 
Ropantien. Perfectly delirious, and the first spear 

was about to be thrown, I dashed to 
the front on my stilts. Several spears were 
launched at me, but my shield-bearers turned 
them on one side. I then shot half-a-dozen 
arrows into the enemy’s ranks in almost as 
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many seconds. The consternation produced 
by this flight of invisible spears was perfectly 
indescribable. With a series of appalling yells 
the enemy turned and fled pell-mell. My men 
gave chase, and slaughtered many of them. In 
the midst of the rout (the ruling thought being 
always uppermost) it occurred to me that it 
might be a useful stroke of business to make 
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friends with this vanquished tribe, who might 
possibly be of service to me in that journey to 
civilization, the idea of which I never really 
abandoned from the day I was cast upon my 
little sand-spit. Furthermore, it flashed across 
my mind that if I made these nomadic tribes 
interested in me and my powers, news of my 
isolation might travel enormous distances inland 
—perhaps even to the borders of civilization 
itself. 

I communicated my ideas to my men, and 
they promptly entered into my views. ‘They 
consented to help me with great readiness. 
While I was speaking with them, the vanquished 
warriors had re-formed into position some three 
or four hundred yards away, and were watching 
our movements with much curiosity. I now 
abandoned my stilts and my bow and arrows, 
and marched off with my chiefs in the direction 
of our late opponents. 

As we approached, with branches in 

Generosity Oursiands acilavs Of tucemesioned 
Vanguished-"to the startled) men thag@weewished 

to be friendly, and when we halted 
several chiefs came forward unarmed from the 
ranks of the enemy to confer with us. 
At first they were much surprised at my 
overtures, but I soon convinced them of 
my sincerity, and they at length consented 
to accept my offers of friendship. They 
acknowledged at once my superiority and 
that of my men, and presently all the chiefs 
came forward voluntarily and squatted at 
my feet in token of subjection. ‘The two 
armies then united, and we all returned to 
a great encampment, where the women 
prepared a truly colossal feast for conquerors 
and conquered alike, and the 
greatest harmony prevailed. 
It was magnificent, but IJ am 
sure it was not war. ‘The 
braves of both sides decorated 
themselves with many pig- 
ments in the evening, and 
two whole nations united in 
one gigantic corrodoree, which 
was kept up all night, and 
for several days afterwards. 
We remained encamped in 
this district for about a week, 
holding continuous  corro- 
boree, and each day becoming 
more and more friendly. At 
the end of the week, however, 
we retired to our respective 
homes, but, strangely enough, 
I felt I could no longer settle 
down to the old hfe among 
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The old desire for wandering came 

The Old over me, and I resolved that some day 

in the near future I would make yet 
another attempt to reach civilization, this time 
striking directly south. For a time, however, I 
forced myself to remain content, accompanying 
the men on their hunting expeditions and going 
out fishing with my devoted Yamba. 

I was much interested in the children of the 
blacks, and observed all their interesting ways. 
It is not too much to say in the case of both boys 
and girls that they can swim before they can walk. 
There is no squeamishness whatever on the 
part of the mothers, who leave their little ones 
to tumble into rivers, and remain out naked in 
torrential rains, and generally shift for them- 
selves. From the time the boys are three years 
old they commence throwing toy spears at one 
another as a pastime. Tor this purpose, long 
dry reeds, obtained from the swamps, are used, 
and the little fellows practise throwing them at 
one another from various distances, almost all 
day long, the only shields allowed being the 
palms of their own little hands. They never 
seem to tire of the sport, and acquire amazing 
dexterity at it. At the age of nine or ten 
they abandon the reeds and adopt a heavier 
spear, with a wooden shaft and a point of 
heavy hard wood or bone. All kinds of in- 
teresting competitions are constantly being 
organized to test the 
boys’ skill, the most 
valued prizes being the 


é approbation of the 
; parents and elders. 
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branch of a tree, and the cotnpetitors have 
to throw their spears clean through it at a 
distance of twenty paces. All the chiefs and 
fighting men of the tribe assemble to witness 
these competitions, and occasionally some little 
award is made in the shape of anklets and 
bangles of small shells, strung together with 
human hair. The boys are accepted into the 
ranks of the “men” when they reach the age 
of about sixteen, while they become “ warriors ” 
two or three years later. 

This initiation ceremony, by the way, is of a 
very extraordinary character. Asa rule, it takes 
place in the spring, when the mimosa is in 
bloom; and other 
tribes come from all 
parts to eat the nuts 
and sap. We will 
say that there are, 
perhaps, twenty 
youths to undergo the 
ordeal, which 1s con- 
ducted far from all 
camps and quite out 
of the sight of women 
and eelildtert age lire 
candidate prepares 
himself by much fast- 
ing, giving up meat 
altogether for at least 
a week before the 
initiation ceremony 
commences 1 he 
inspectors who judge 
at this amazing ex- 
aminatlomeare, 5 Ol 
course, the -old and 
experienced chiefs. 

ATteteative 
Agemble fasting 

comes, ine 
ordeal proper. ‘The 
unfortunate candidate 
Presents himself 
before. one= of; “the 
examiners, and settles 
his face into a per- 
fectly stoical expression. He is then stabbed 
repeatedly on the outside of the thighs and 
in the arms (never once is an artery cut), 
and if he remains absolutely statuesque at 
each stab, he comes through the most try- 
ing part of the ordeal with flying colours. A 
motion of the lips, however, or a mutter—these 
are altogether fatal. Not even a toe must move 
in mute agony, nor may even a muscle of the 
eyelid give an uneasy and involuntary twitch. 
If the candidate fails in a minor degree, he is 
promptly put back, to come up again for the 
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next examination ; but in the event of his being 
unable to stand the torture, he is contemptuously 
told to go and herd with the women—than which 
there is no more humiliating epithet. 

While yet the candidate’s wounds are streaming 
with blood, he is required to run with lightning 
speed for two or three miles and fetch back 
from a given spot a kind of toy lance planted in 
the ground. Then, having successfully passed the 
triple ordeals of fasting, stabbing, and running 
against time, and without food and water, the can- 
didate, under the eyes 
of his admiring father, 
is received at length 
into the ranks of the 
bravest warriors, and 
promptly has a young 
wife allotted to him 
by his proud parent. 
At the -closéSot tie 
ceremony, the flow 
of blood from the 
candidate’s really 
serious flesh - wounds 
is stopped by means 
of spiders’ webs anda 
kind of putty-like clay. 

With regard to the 
girls, I am afraid they 
received but scant 
consideration. 

Judged by our 
standard, the women 
were far from hand- 
some. They had very 
bright eyes, broad, 
flat noses, low, narrow 
foreheads, and heavy 
chins. But there are 
comely exceptions. 
And yet at big cor- 
: |  roborees on the occa- 

a Soi | sion of a marriage, 
sf 7 | oaethe ea ntene Saliweuys 
y. chanted praises to 
the virtue and beauty 
of the bride, 

The girl who possessed an exception- 

Nouet, ally large and) iat] nesses wass.c@m- 
of Beauty, sidered a great beauty. Talking about 

noses, by the way, it was to me a 
remarkable fact that the blacks consider a 
warrior with a big nose and large, distended 
nostrils a man _ possessed of great staying 
powers. For one thing, they consider his breath- 
ing apparatus exceptionally perfect. 

As a general rule (there are exceptions in 
the case of a very “ beautiful” woman), when a 
woman dies she is not even buried; she 
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simply lies where she has fallen dead, and the 
camp moves on to another place and never 
returns to the unholy spot. By the way, it 
may be mentioned here that the blacks never 
allude to a dead person by name, as they 
have a great horror of departed spirits. And 
so childish and suspicious are they, that they 
even cut off the feet of a dead man to prevent 
his running about and frightening them at in- 
convenient moments. I used to play upon 
their fears, going out into the bush after dark, 
and pretending to commiune with the evil 
spirits. The voice of these latter was produced 
by means of reed whistles. 

The women, as I have before hinted, are 
treated in a horribly cruel manner, judged from 
our standpoint; but in reality they know not 
what cruelty is, because they are absolutely 
ignorant of kindness. ‘They are the beasts of 
burden, to be felled to the earth with a bludgeon 
when they err in some trivial respect ; and when 
camp is moved each woman carries virtually the 
whole household and the entire worldly belong- 
ings of the family. Thus it is a common sight 
to see a woman carrying a load consisting of 
one or two children and a quantity of miscel- 
laneous implements, such as heavy grinding- 
stones, stone hatchets, sewing-bones, yam-sticks, 
etc. During the shifting of the camp the braves 
themselves stalk along practically unencumbered, 
save only for their elaborate shield, 
three spears (never more), and a 
stone tomahawk stuck in their belt 
of woven opossum hair. ‘The men 
do not smoke, knowing nothing of 
tobacco, but their principal recrea- 
tion and relaxation from the inces- 
sant hunting consist in the making 
of their war weapons, which is a 
very important part of their daily 
life. They will even fell a whole 
tree to make a single spear shaft. 
As to the shield, the elaborate 
carving upon it corresponds entirely 
with the prowess of the owner, and 
the more laurels he gains, the more 
intricate and elaborate becomes the 


carving on his shield. Honour 
prevents undue pretence. 
But we have wandered 


How Litt 
Shiaars away from the considera- 


Tauen’ tion of, the girl-children: 
The baby girls play with 

their brothers and_ participate in 
their fights until they are perhaps 
ten years of age. They are then 
expected to accompany their mothers 
on the daily excursions in search of 
roots. When the little girls are first 
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taken out by their mothers they are instructed 
in the use of the yam-stick, with which the roots 
are dug up out of the earth. The yam-stick 
used by the women is generally 3ft. or 4ft. long, 
but the girl novices use a short one about 151n. 
in length. Each woman, as I have said else- 
where, is also provided with a reed basket or 
net, in which to hold the roots, the net being 
usually woven out of strings of prepared bark, 
or, failing that, opossum or even human hair. 

But the unfortunate wife occasionally makes 
the acquaintance of the heavy yam-stick in a 
very unpleasant, not to say serious, manner. 
Of course, there are domestic rows. We will 
suppose that the husband has lately paid a 
great amount of attention to one of his younger 
wives—a circumstance which naturally gives 
great offence to one of the older women. This 
wife, when she has an opportunity and is alone 
with her husband, commences to sing or chant 
a plaint—a little thing of quite her own com- 
posing. 

Into this song she weaves all the abuse 
which long experience tells her will lash her 
husband up to boiling-point. The later stanzas 
complain that the singer has been taken from 
her own home among a nation of warriors to 
live among a gang of skulking cowards, whose 
hearts, livers, and other vital organs are not at 
all what they ought to be. 


oe 
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The epithets are carefully arranged 
Domestic up a scale to dandy-legged—an utterly 
unpardonable insult—and_ there is, 
beyond this, one other unpublishable remark, 
which causes the husband to take up the yam- 
stick and fell the singer with one tremendous 
blow, which is frequently so serious as to disable 
her for many days. The other women at once 
see to their sister, who has incurred the wrath of 
her lord, and rub her wounds with weird medica- 
ments. The whole _ shocking business 1s 
regarded as quite an ordinary affair ; and after 
the sufferer is able to get about again she 
bears her husband not the slightest ill-feeling. 
You see, she has had her say, and paid for it. 
The girls, as they grow up, are taught to cook 
according to the native fashion, and they are 
also required to build ovens in the earth or 
sand, make the fires, build the ‘* break-winds,” 
and generally help their mothers in preparing 
meals. When at length the meal is cooked, the 
manner of eating it 1s very peculiar. First of 
all, the women retire into the background. ‘The 
lord and master goes and picks out the tit-bits 
for himself, and then sits down to eat them off 
a small sheet of bark. More often, however, 
he simply tears the meat in pieces with his 
hands. During his meal, the wives and children 
are collected behind at a respectful distance, 
awaiting their own share. ‘Then, as the warrior 
eats, he literally hurls certain oddments over his 
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shoulder, which are promptly pounced upon by 
the wives and children in waiting. It sometimes 
happens, however, that a favourite child—a boy 
invariably, never a girl (it is the girls that are 
eaten by the parents whenever there are any 
superfluous children to be got rid of)—will 
approach his father and be fed with choice 
morsels from the great man’s dinner. 

Each tribe has its own particular country over 
which it roams at pleasure, and the boundaries 
are sharply defined by trees, hillocks, mountains, 
rocks, creeks, and water-holes. And from these 
natural features the tribes occasionally get their 
names. Outside the tribal boundary—which 
often incloses a vast area—the blacks never go, 
except on a friendly visit to a neighbouring 
camp. Poaching is one of the things punishable 
with death, and even if any woman is caught 
hunting for food in another country she is 
promptly seized and confiscated. 

The blacks are marvellously clever at 
Focupnuts, tracking a man by his footprints, and 

a poacher from a neighbouring tribe 
never escapes their vigilance even though he 
succeeds in returning to his own people without 
being actually captured. So assiduously do 
these blacks study the footprints of people they 
know and are friendly with, that they can tell at 
once whether the trespasser is an enemy or not, 
and if it be a stranger, a punitive expedition is 
at once organized against his tribe. 

Gradually I came to think that each man’s 
track must have an_ ind1- 
viduality about it quite as 
remarkable as the finger- 
prints of your Mr. Francis 
Galton. The blacks could 
even tell a man’s name and 
many other things about 
him, solely from his tracks 
—how, it is, of course, 1m- 
possible for me to say. I 
have often known my blacks 
to follow a man’s track over 
hard rocks, where even a 
disturbed leaf proved an 
infallible clue, yielding a 
perfectly miraculous amount 
of information. They will 
know whether a leaf has 
been turned over by the 
wind or by human agency. 

But to continue my nar- 
rative. Yamba was very 
anxious that I should stay 
and make my home among 
her people, and so, with the 
assistance of other women, 
she built me a substantial 
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beehive-shaped hut, fully 2oft. in diameter and 
toft. high. She pointed out to me earnestly 
that I had everything I could possibly wish for, 
and that I might be a very great man indeed in 
the country if only I would take a prominent 
part in the affairs of the tribe. She also men- 
tioned that so great was my prowess and prestige 
in the tribe, that if I wished I might take unto 
myself a whole army of wives! Nevertheless, 
I pined for civilization, and never let ‘a day go 
by without scanning the bay and the open sea 
for a passing sail. The~fiatives told me they 
had seen ships at various times, and _ that 
attempts had even been made to reach them in 
catamarans, but without 
success, so far out at sea 
were the vessels passing. 
Gradually about 
nine months 
after my strange 
return to my Cambridge 
Gulf home, there came a 
time when life became 
so monotonous that I 
felt 1 must have a change 
of some sort, or else I 
should go mad. I was 
on the very best of terms 
with all my blacks, but 
their mode of living was 
repulsive to me. I began 
to loathe the food, and 
the horrible cruelty to 
the women frequently 
sickened me. Whenever 
I saw one of these poor 
patient creatures 
felled, bleeding, 
tow the -earth, “1 
found myself 
being worked up 
into a state of 
dangerous _ ner- 
vous excitement 
and I longed to« 
challenge "the 
brutal 
as a murderous 
enemy. Each 
time, however, I 
sternly com- 
pelled myself to restrain my feelings. At 
length the spirit of unrest grew so strong that 
I determined to try a short trip inland in a 
direction I had never hitherto attempted. I 
intended to cross the big bay in my dug-out, 
round Cape Londonderry, and then go south 
among those beautiful islands down past 
Admiralty Gulf, which I had previously ex- 
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plored during my residence on the Cape, and 
where I had found food and water abundant ; 
numerous caves, with mural paintings, quiet 
seas, and gorgeous vegetation. Yamba willingly 
consented to accompany me, and one day we 
set off on the sea once more, my faithful wife 
by my side, carrying her net full of odds and 
ends, and I with my bow and arrows, tomahawk, 
and stiletto, the two latter carried in my belt. I 
hoped to come across a ship down among the 
islands, for my natives told me that several had 
passed while I was away. 
At length we started off in our dug- 
the. sea being perfectly calm, 
more particularly in the 
early mornings ; the tide 
was generally with us. 
After several days’ pad- 
dling we got into a 
narrow passage between 
a long elevated island 
and the main, and from 
there found our way 
into an inlet, at the 
head of which appeared 
masses of wild and 
rugged rocks. These 
rocks were, In many 
places, decorated with 
a number of crude but 
striking mural paintings. 
These were protected 
from the weather. The 
drawings I found repre- 
sented men chiefly. My 
contributions consisted 
of life-size sketches’ of 
my wife, myself, and 
3runo. emphasized 
my long hair, and 
also reproduced my 
bow and arrow. This 
“gallery” was well 
wit lighted, and the 
rock smooth. We 
landed here, and 
found the spot a 
very suitable one 
for camping pur- 
poses ; in fact, there 
were indications on 
all sides that the place was frequently used 
by the natives as a camping-ground. A con- 
siderable quantity of bark lay strewn about the 
eround in sheets, which material my wife told 
me was used by the natives as bedding. ‘This 
was the first time I had known my _ people 
to use any material in this way. I also came 
across the remnants of a feast, such as empty 
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shells, bones of animals, etc. The waters of 
the inlet: were exceedingly well stocked with 
fish, and here I saw large cray-fish for the first 
time. I caught and baked some, and found 
them very good eating. This inlet might 
possibly be in the vicinity of Montagu Sound, 
a little to the south of Admiralty Gulf. We 
stayed, perhaps, a couple of days in this 
beautiful spot, and then pushed down south 
again, always keeping close under shelter of ‘the 
islands on account of our frail craft. ‘The seas 
through which we paddled were studded with 
innumerable islands, some rocky and _ barren, 
others covered with magnificent foliage and 
grass. We landed on several of these islands, 
and on one—it might have been Bigges Island— 
I discovered a high cairn or mound of stones 
erected on the most prominent point. Yamba 
told me that this structure was not the work of 
a native. She explained that the stones were 
laid too regularly. A closer examination con- 
vinced me that the cairn had been built by 
some European— possibly a castaway—and that 
at one time it had probably been surmounted 
by a flagstaff as a signal to passing ships. Food 
was very plentiful on this island, roots and yams 
being obtainable in great abundance. Rock 
wallabies also abounded. After leaving this 
island we continued our journey south, paddling 
only during the day and always spending the 
night on land. By the way, whilst among the 
islands, I came across, at various times, many 
sad signs of civilization, in the form of a lower 
mast of a ship, a wicker-basket, empty brandy 
cases, and other flotsam and jetsam, which, 
I supposed, had come from wrecks. After 
having been absent from my home, in Cam- 
bridge Gulf, twosor. three “months=, lstound 
myself in a large bay, which I now know to 
be King’s Sound. I had come across many 
tribes of natives on my way down. Some I 
encountered were on the islands on which we 
landed, and others I met on the mainland. 
Most of these people knew me both personally 
and by repute, many having been present at 
the great whale feast. The natives at King’s 
Sound promptly recognised me, and gave me 
a hearty invitation to stay with them at their 
camp. This I consented to do, and my friends 
then promised to set all the other tribes along 
the coast on the look-out for passing vessels, 
so that I might immediately be informed by 
smoke-signals when one was in sight. Next 
came an item of news which thrilled me 
through and through. 

One op the chiets= told: (ime quite 
Asean casually that at another camp, some 

days’ journey away, the chief had zzwo 
white wives. ‘They had, he went on to explain, 
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a skin exactly the colour of my own, but in 
spite of even this. assurance, I felt confident 
that the captives were Malays. The news of 
their presence among the tribe in question was 
a well-known fact all along the coast of King’s 
Sound. My informant had never actually seez 
the white women, but he was absolutely certain 
of their existence. He added that the captives 
had been seized after a fight with some white 
men, who had come to that coast in a “ big 
catamaran.” However, I decided to go and see 
for myself what manner of women they were. 
The canoe was beached well above the reach of 
the tides at Cone Bay, and then, accompanied 
by Yamba only, I set off overland on my 
quest. The region of the encampment to- 
wards which I directed my steps lies 
between the Lennard River and the Fitzroy. 
The exact spot, as nearas I can fix it on the 
chart, is a place called Derby, at the head of 
King’s Sound. As we went on the country was 
at first very rugged and broken, with numerous 
creeks intersecting it in every direction. As we 
advanced, however, it developed into a rich, low- 
lying, park-like country, with water in abundance. 
To the north-west appeared elevated ranges. I 
came across many fine specimens of the bottle 
tree, and on some of them the large pear-shaped 
fruit hung very plentifully. This fruit makes 
splendid eating, and generally goes by the name 
“Pappa” amongst the natives. The blacks 
encamped at Derby were aware of my coming 
visit, having had the news forwarded to them by 
means of the universal smoke-signals. 

The camp described by my informant I found 
to be a mere collection of gunjahs, or break- 
winds, made of boughs, and I at once presented 
my ‘“‘card”—my passport stick—which never 
left me for a moment in my wanderings. ‘This 
stick was at once sent to the chief, who 1m- 
mediately manifested tokens of friendship 
towards me. | 

Unfortunately, however, he spoke an 
A rorelén entirely different dialect from Yamba’s, 

but by means of the universal sign 
language I explained to him that I wished to 
stay with him for a few ‘‘sleeps” and partake of 
his hospitality. ‘To this he readily consented. 

Now, I knew enough of the customs of the 
blacks to realize that, being a stranger among 
them, they would on request provide me with 
additional wives during my stay, entirely as a 
matter of ceremonial etiquette ; and it suddenly 
occurred to me that I might make very good 
use of this custom by putting in a prompt demand 
for the two white women-—if they existed. 
You see, I wanted an interview with them in the 
first place to arrange the best means of getting 
them away. I confess I was consumed with an 


intense curiosity to learn their history—even to 
see them. Asa matter of etiquette, however, I 
spent the greater part of the day with the chief, 
for any man who manifests a desire for women’s 
society loses caste immediately; but in the 
evening, when the fact of my presence among 
the tribe had become more extensively known, 
and their curiosity was aroused by the stories 
that Yamba had taken care to spread about, 
I attended a great corroboree, which lasted 
nearly the whole of the night. As I was 
sitting near a big fire, joining in the chanting 
and festivities, Yamba noiselessly stole up to 
my side and whispered in my ear that she 
had found the two white women. 
I remember I trembled with excite- 
Yamba Has ment at the prospect of meeting them. 
Girls. They were very young, Yamba added, 
and spoke “my” language—I never 
said “°Enelish,’ 
because this word 
would have con- 
veyed nothing to 
her ; and she also 
told me that the 
prisoners were in 
a dreadful state of 
filth and misery. 
teh wasee NeXt] Cx: 
plained to me that 
the girls, according 
to native custom, 
were the absolute 
property of the 
Chier .elleawas 
seated not very far 
away from me, and 
was certainly one 
of the most fero- 
Giousmand: re= 
pulsive -looking 
creatures I have 
ever come across, 
even among the 
blacks. He - was 
over 6ft. high, and 
of rather a lighter 
complexion than 
his fellows, almost 
like a Malay. The 
top of his head receded in a very curious 
manner, whilst the mouth and lower part 
of the face generally protruded like an alli- 
gator’s, and gave him a truly horrible appear- 
ance. I confess a thrill of horror passed over 
me as I realized that two doubtless tenderly 
reared English girls were in the clutches 
of this monster. Once I thought I must 
have been dreaming, and that the memories of 
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some old story-book I had read years ago were 
filling my mind with some fantastic delusion. 
For a moment I pictured to myself the feelings 
of their prosaic British relatives, could they only 
know what had become of the long-lost loved 
ones—a fate more shocking and more fearful 
than any ever conceived by the writer of fiction. 
Of course, the English public will understand 
that much detail about the fate of these poor 
creatures must be suppressed for obvious reasons. 
But should any existing relatives turn up, as they 
doubtless will, I should be only too happy to place 
at their disposal all the information I possess. 
Presently, however, I grasped the whole 
terrible affair, and realized it as absolute fact ! 
My first impulse was to leap from the corrovoree 
and go and reassure the unhappy victims in 
person, telling them at the same time that they 
might count on my assistance to the last degree. 
It was not advis- 
able, however, to 
withdraw suddenly 
from the festivities, 
for fear my absence 
mi ob tes Ou se 
suspicion. 
The only 
A : 
Remarkable a uterilag 
Erotter sivem. tliat 
presented 
itself was to send 
a note or message 
of some kind to 
them, and so I 
asked Yamba _ to 
bring me a large 
fleshy leaf of a 
water-lily, and 
then, with one of 
her bone needles, 
Ieep ri eke dianin 
printed English 
Characters, 4 
friend ts near ; fear 
not.” I then handed 
the leaf to Yamba, 
and instructed her 
to eerve ite tothe 
girls and tell them 
to hold it up before 
the fire and read the perforations. This done, 
I returned to the corroboree, still with a 
feigned enthusiasm for the proceedings, but deter- 
mined upon a bold and resolute course of action. 
I must say, however, that at that particular 
moment I was not very sanguine of getting the 
girls away out of the power of this man, who 
had doubtless won them from some of his 
confreres by more or less fair fighting. 


““l HANDED THE LEAF TO YAMBA.” 


I made my way over to where the chief was 
squatting, and gazed at him long and steadily. 
I remember his appearance as though it were 
but yesterday that we met. I think-I have 
already said he was the most repulsive-looking 
savage I have ever come across, even among the 
Australian blacks. The curious raised scars 
were upon this particular chief both large and 
numerous. ‘This curious form of decoration, by 
the way, is a very painful business. 

The general practice is to make trans- 
Nodes se Verse cuts with a sharp shell on the 
Decoration. chest, thighs, and sometimes on the 

back and shoulders. A peculiar kind 
of earth is then rubbed into each cut, and the 
wound is left to close. Next comes an extremely 
paintul gathering and swelling, and a little later 
the earth that is inside is gradually removed— 
sometimes with a feather. When the wounds 
finally heal up, each cicatrice stands out like a 
raised weal, and of these extraordinary marks 
the blacks are inordinately proud. But to return 
to the chief who owned the girls. I must say 
that, apart from his awful and obviously stubborn 
face, he was a magnificently-formed savage. 

I commenced the conversation with him by 
saying I presumed the usual courtesy of pro- 
viding a wife would be extended to me during 
my stay. As I anticipated, he readily acquiesced, 
and [ instantly followed up the concession by 
calmly remarking that I should like to have the 
two white women who were in the camp sent 
over to my “‘little place.” ‘To this suggestion 
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he gave a point-blank refusal. I persisted, how- 
ever, and taunted him with deliberately breaking 
the inviolable rules of courtesy; and at length 
he gave me to understand he would think the 
matter over. 
All this time Yamba had been as busy 
~amba as as an American showman. She had 
Agent.” followed with unusual vigour her 
customary 7vé/e of “advance agent,” 
and had spread most ridiculously exaggerated 
reports of my supernatural prowess and magical 
attributes. I controlled the denizens of Spirit- 
land, and could call them up in thousands 
‘to torment the blacks. JI controlled the 
elements, and was in short all-powerful. 

I must admit that this energetic and 
systematic “puffing” did a great deal of 
good, and wherever we went [I was looked 
upon as a kind of wizard, entitled to very 
great respect and the best of everything that 
was going. 

For a long time the tribal chief persisted 
in his opposition to my request for the 
girls, but as most of his warriors were in 
my favour (I had given many appalling 
demonstrations in the bush at night) I knew 

he would submit sooner or later. The big 
corroboree lasted all night, and at length, 
before we separated on the second day, the 
great man gave way—vwith exceedingly bad 
grace. Of course, I did not disturb the girls 
at that hour, but next day I told Yamba to 
go and see them and arrange for an interview. 
She came back pretty soon, and then under- 
took to guide me to their domicile. The 
prospect of meeting white people once more— 
even these two poor unfortunates—threw me 
into a strange excitement, in the midst of which 
I quite forgot my own astonishing appearance, 
which was far more like that of a gaily decorated 
and gorgeously painted native chief than a 
civilized European. For it must be remembered 
that by this time I had long ago discarded all 
clothing, except an apron of emu_ feathers, 
whilst my skin was extremely dark and my hair 
hung down my back fully 3ft., and was built up 
in a surprising way at times of war and 
corroboree. 

I followed Yamba through the camp, 
tients. getting more and more excited as 

we approached the girls’ domicile. 
At, length she stopped at “thes@packerot aa 
crescent-shaped break-wind of boughs, and a 
moment later—eager, trembling, and almost 
speechless—I stood before the two English 
girls. Looking back now, I remember they 
presented a truly pitiable spectacle. They were 
huddled together on the sandy ground, naked, 
covered with dirt, and locked in one another’s 
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arms. Before them burned a huge fire of logs, 
which was tended by the women. Both looked 
frightfully emaciated and. terrified—so much so, 
that as I write these words my heart beats faster 
with horror as I recall the terrible impression 
they made upon me. As they 
Calghtea sight) sok me, they 
screamed aloud in terror. I 
retired a little way discomfited, 
remembering suddenly my own 
fantastic appearance. Of course, 
they thought I was another 
black fellow coming to torture 
them. All kinds of extraordi- 
nary reflections flashed through 
my mind at» that moment. 
What would people in my 
beloved France, I wondered 
—or among my Swiss moun- 
tains, or in stately England— 
think of the fate that had 
overtaken these girls—a fate 
that would infallibly read more 
like extravagant and _ even 
offensive fiction than real, heart- 
rending fact ? 

I went back and stood before 
the girls, saying, reassuringly, 
“Ladies, I am a white man 
and a friend, and if you will 
only trust in me I think I can 
save you.” 

Their amazement at this little 
speech knew no bounds, and 
one of the girls became quite 
hysterical. -I called. Yamba, 
and introduced her as my wife, 
and they then came _ forward 
and clasped me by the hand, 
crying, “‘ Oh, save us! Take us 
away from that fearful brute.” 

I hastily explained to 
pistressing them that it was solely 
etenzie™-hecause 1 had resolved 

to save them that I 
had ventured into the camp at 
all; but they would have to 
wait patiently until circumstances favoured my 
plans for their escape. I did not conceal from 
them that my being able to take them away was 
extremely problematical ; for I could see that to 
have raised false hopes would have ended in real 
disaster. Gradually they became quieter and more 
reasonable—and my position obviously more 
embarrassing. I quickly told them that, at any 
rate, so long as I remained in the camp, they 
need not fear any further visits from the giant 
chief they dreaded so much, and with this reassur- 
ance I walked swiftly away, followed by Yamba. 
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The laws of native hospitality absolutely for- 
bade anyone to interfere with the girls during my 
stay, so, easy in my mind, I made straight for 
the extensive swamps which I knew lay a 
few miles from the camp. In this wild and 
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picturesque place I shot, with Yamba’s assist- 
ance, a great number of cockatoos, ducks, and 
other wild fowl, which birds were promptly 
skinned, having in view a little amateur tailor- 
ing which should render my future interviews 
with the girls a little less embarrassing. As a 
matter of fact, I handed over the bird-skins to 
Yamba, and she, with her bone needles and 
threads made of kangaroo sinews, soon made a 
couple of extraordinary but most serviceable 
carments, which we promptly took back to the 


poor girls, who were shivering with cold and 
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neglect. I at once saw the reason of most of 
their suffering. 
Their own clothing had apparently 
Jealousy of been lost. or destroyed, and the native 
Women. women, jealous of the attention which 
the chief was bestowing upon the 
new-comers, gave them little or no food, nor 


did the jealous wives instruct the interlopers 


“WE APPROACH THE GIRLS WITH 
STRANGE GARMENTS.” 


in the anointing of their bodies with that 
peculiar kind of clay which forms so effective a 
protection alike against the burning heat of the 
sun, the treacherous cold of the night winds, 
and the painful attacks of insects. All the in- 
formation I could elicit from the girls that 
evening was the fact that they had been ship- 
wrecked, and had already been captives among 
the blacks for three anda half months. The 
elder girl further said that they were not allowed 
their liberty, because they had on several occa- 
sions tried to put an end to their indescribable 


sufferings by committing suicide. Anything 
more extraordinary than the costumes we 
made for the girls you never saw. They were 


not of elaborate design, being of the shape of 
a long sack, with holes for the arms and neck. 
They afterwards shrank in the most absurd way. 

At our next interview, thanks to Yamba’s 


good offices, both girls were looking very much 
better than when I first saw them; and then, 
consumed with natural curiosity and a great 
desire to learn something of the outside world, 
I begged them to tell me their story. 

The first thing I learnt was that they were 
two sisters, named Blanche and Gladys Rogers, 
their respective ages being nineteen and seven- 
teen years. Both girls were extremely 
pretty, the particular attraction about 
Gladys being her lovely violet eyes. 
It was Blanche who, with much 
hysterical emotion, told me the story 
of their painful experience, Gladys 
occasionally prompting her _ sister 
with a few interpolated words. 

Here, then, is Blanche lRogers’s 
story, told as nearly as possible in 
her own words. Of course it is 
absurd to suppose that I can repro- 
duce verbatim the fearful story told 
by the unfortunate girl. 


My sister and I are the 

aughters'=Ofeeeai tain 
Rogers, who commanded a 
7oo-ton barque owned by 
our uncle. [I am not absolutely 
certain whether the girls were the 
daughters of the captain or the 
owner.—L. de R.] We were always 
very anxious, even as children, to 
accompany our dear father on one 
of his long trips, and at length we 
induced him to take us with him when 
he set sail from Sunderland {not 
certain, this] in the year 1868 [or 
1869] with a miscellaneous cargo 
bound for Batavia -[or Singapore]. 
The voyage out was a very pleasant 
one, and was practically without incident, 
although, of course, full of interest to us. The 
ship delivered her freight in due course, but 
our father failed to obtain a return cargo to 
take back with him to England... Now, asa 
cargo of some kind was necessary to clear the 
expenses of the voyage, father decided to make 
for Port Louis, in Mauritius, to try what he 
could do among the sugar-exporters there. 

On the way to Port Louis, we suddenly 
sighted a ship flying unmistakable signals of 
distress. We promptly hove to and asked what 
assistance we could render. A boat presently 
put off from the distressed vessel, and the 
captain, who came aboard, explained that 
he had run short of provisions and wanted 
to buy a fresh supply, no matter how small, 
to tide him over his difficulty. He further 
stated that his vessel was laden with 1,500 


Miss Rogers 
Begins 
the Story. 
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tons of guano, and was also en route for 
Port Louis. ‘The two captains had a long con- 
versation together, in the course of which an 
arrangement was arrived at between them. 

We said we were in ballast, searching 


vioworne for freight, whereupon our visitor said: 


High Seas. Why don’t you make for the Lace- 

pede Islands, off the north-west Aus- 
tralian coast, and load guano, which you can get 
there for nothing?” We said we did not possess 
the necessary requisites in the shape of shovels, 
sacks, punts, wheelbarrows, and the like. These 
were promptly supplied by the other captain in 
part payment for the provisions we let him have. 
Things were eventually arranged to the entire 
satisfaction of both parties, and then the 
Alexandria (1 think that was the name of the 
ship) proceeded on her way to Port Louis, 
whilst we directed our course to the Lacepede 
Islands. 

In due time we reached a guano island, and 
the crew quickly got to work, with the result 
that in a very short 
time we had a. sub- 
stantial cargo of valu- 
able stuff on board. 
A day or two before 
we were due to leave, 
we went to father 
and told him we 
wanted very much 
to spend an even- 
ing on the island 
to visit the turtle- 
breeding ground. 
Poor father, 1n- 
dulgent always, 
allowed us to go 
ashore in a boat, 
under the care of 
eight men, who 
were to do a little 
clearing-up whilst 
they were waiting 
for us. We found, 
as you may sup- 
pose, a great deal 
to interest us on 
the island, and the time passed all too quickly. 
The big turtles came up with the full tide, 
and at once made nests for themselves on the 
beach by scraping out with their hind flippers 
a hole about roin. deep and 5in. in diameter. 
The creatures. then simply lay over these holes 
and dropped their eggs into them. We learned 
that the number of eggs laid at one sitting 
varies from twelve up to forty. We had great 
fun in collecting the eggs and generally playing 


with the turtles. I am afraid we got out of 
Vol ii.—30. 
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sight of the men, and did not notice that the 


weather showed decided signs of a sudden 
change. When at length the crew found us it 


was past midnight—though not very dark ; and 
when we ought to have been making prepara- 
tions for returning to the ship, it was blowing 
hard. On account of this, the crew said they 
did not consider it advisable to launch the boat, 
and as we had our big cloaks with us, it was 
decided to remain on the island all night to see 
if the weather improved. Our ship was anchored 
fully three miles away, outside the reefs, and it 
would have been impossible, in the sea that was 
running, to pull out to her. There was only 
one white man among our protectors, and he 
was a Scotchman. ‘They. made a fire in a more 
or less sheltered spot, and round this we 
squatted, the men outside us, so as to afford us 
greater protection from the storm. 

In this way the whole night passed, principally 
in telling stories of adventure by sea and land. 
We all hoped that by morning at any rate 
the wind would have 
abated ; but at day- 
break, as we looked 
anxiously out over the 
tempestuous- sea, it 
was blowing as hard 
as ever, and by ten 
o’clock the storm had 
increased to. a- per- 
fectly terrific gale. 
Our men unanimously 
declared they dared 

Wot -attenipt slo 

reach the ship in 

their small boat, 

although we could 
see our ship plainly 
riding at 
her old an- 
chorage. 
What fol- 
Loewererd 
Gladys 
and I gath- 
ered after- 
wards, just 
before the dreadful thing happened. We were 
all safe enough on land, and it became evident 
to the sailors with us that the ship could not 
weather the storm unless she weighed anchor 
and stood out to sea. The crew watched with 
eager eyes to see what my father would do. 
Manifestly he was in too much distress of mind 
about us to go right away, and I suppose he 
preferred to trust to the strength of his cables. 
prifting to SHortly after ten o’clock in the morn- 


Destruction-ing however, the ship began to drag 


) 
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her anchors, and in spite of all that could 
be done by my father and his officers the 
shapely little vessel gradually drifted among the 
breakers. All this time Gladys and I, quite 
ignorant of seamanship and everything pertain- 
ing to it, were watching the doomed ship, and 
from time to time we asked anxiously what 
was the meaning of all the excitement. The 


““SHE GAVE A LURCH AND 


men returned us evasive answers, like the kind- 
hearted fellows they were, and they cheered us 
up in every possible way. Presently we heard 
signals of distress (only we didn’t know they 
were signals of distress then), and our com- 
panions knew that the captain realized only too 
well his terribly dangerous position. It was, how- 
ever, utterly impossible for them to have rendered 
him any assistance. ‘The rain was now descend- 
ing in sheets, lashing the giant waves witha 
curious hissing sound. The sky was gloomy and 
overcast, and altogether the outlook was about 
as terrible as it could well be. Presently we 
became dreadfully anxious about our father, but 
when the sailors saw that the ship was apparently 
going to pieces, they induced us to return to the 


camp fire and sit there till the end was past. 
By this time the barque was being helplessly 
buffeted about amongst the reefs, a little less 
than a mile and a half from shore. 
Suddenly, as we afterwards learnt, 
pine Shiv she gave a-lurch and completely dis- 
appeared beneath the turbulent waters, 


without even her mastheads being left standing 


oe 


COMPLETELY DISAPPEARED.” 


to show where she had gone down. She had 
evidently torn a huge hole in her side in one of 
her collisions with the jagged reefs, for sne sank 
with such rapidity that not one of the boats 
could be launched, and not a single member of 
the crew escaped, so far as we knew, save only 
those who were with us on the island. ‘The loss 
of the ship was, of course, a terrible blow to our 
valiant protectors, who were now left absolutely 
dependent on their own resources to provide 
food and means of escape. ‘Thus passed a 
dreadful day and night, the men always keeping 
us ignorant of what had happened. ‘They 
resolved to make for Port Darwin, on the 
mainland of Australia, which was believed to 
be quite near; for we were short of water, 
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there being none on the guano island. ‘The 
interval was spent in collecting turtles’ eggs 
and sea-fowl, which were intended ‘as provisions 
for the journey. Next morning the storm had 
quite abated, and gradually the stupefying news 
was communicated to us that our father and 
his ship had gone down with all hands in the 
night. Indeed, these kind and gentle men 
told us the whole story of théir hopes and 
doubts and fears, together with every detail of 
the terrible tragedy of the sea that had left us 
in such a fearful situation. No one needs to 
be told our feelings. 

rorturea Shortly before noon next day the sail 
by Thirst. wos hoisted, and we rippled quickly 
through the 
now placid 
waters, leaving 
tir eyegeu arn, o 
island far be- 
hind. The wind 
being in our 
favioury) Every 
satisfactory pro- 
gress was made 
for many hours, 
but at length, 
tortured © by 
thirst (we had 
only been able 
tOmse.C 11st .cmmd 
deplorably — in- 
adequate supply 
of water), it was 
decided to land 
on the main- 
land or the first 
island we sight- 
ed, and so, per- 
haps, lay in a 
stock of the in- 
dispensable 
fluid. Gladys 
and I welcomed 
the idea of land- 
ing, because by 
this time we 
were in quite 
a disreputable 
condition, not 
having washed 
for several days. 
It was our in- 
tention, while 
the crews were 
getting water 
and food, to 
Leormes toe tiie 
other side of the 
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island, behind the rocks, and there have a nice 
bath. The boat was safely beached, and there 
being no signs of natives anywhere in the vicinity, 
the men soon laid in a stock of water without 
troubling to go very far inland for it. My sister 
and I at once retired several hundred yards 
away, and there undressed and went into the 
water. 

We had scarcely waded out past our waists 
when, to our unspeakable horror, a crowd of 
naked blacks, hideously painted and armed with 
formidable throwing-spears, came rushing down 
the cliffs towards us, yelling and whooping ina 
way I am never likely to forget. ‘They seemed 
to rise out of the very rocks themselves ; and I 


THE BLACKS INTERCEPTED Sse 


“a 


really think we imagined we were going mad, 
and that the whole appalling vision was a fearful 
dream, induced by the dreadful state of our 
nerves. My own heart seemed to stand still 
with terror, and the only description I can give 
of my sensations was that I felt absolutely 
paralyzed. At length, when the yelling monsters 
were quite close to us, we realized the actual 
horror of it all, and screaming frantically, we 
tried to dash out of the water towards the spot 
where we had left our clothes. But some of 
the biacks intercepted us, and we saw one man 
deliberatély making off with the whole of our 
wearing apparel. 

Of course, when the boat’s crew heard the 
uproar they rushed to our assistance, but when 
they were about twenty yards from our assailants, 
the blacks sent a volley of spears amongst them 
with such amazing effect that every one of the 
sailors fell prostrate to the earth. The aim of 
the blacks was wonderfully accurate. 

Some of our men, however, managed to 

A Fearful struggle to their feet again, in a heroic 
but vain endeavour to reach our side ; 

but these poor fellows were at once butchered in 


the most shocking manner by the natives, who 


wielded their big waddies or clubs with the most 
sickening effect. Indeed, so heartrending and 
horrible was the tragedy enacted before our 
eyes, that for a long time afterwards we scarcely 
knew what was happening to us, so dazed with 
horror were we. For myself, I have a faint 
recollection of being dragged across the island by 
the natives, headed by the hideous and gigantic 
chief who afterwards claimed us as his “ wives.” 
We were next put on board a large catamaran, 
our hands and feet having been previously tied 
with hair cords; and we were then rowed over to 
the mainland, which was only a few miles away. 
We kept on asking by signs that our clothing 
might be returned to us, but the blacks tore the 
various garments into long strips before our eyes 
and wrapped the rags about their heads by way 
of ornament. We reached the encampment of 
the blacks late that same evening, and were at 
once handed over to the charge of the women, 
who kept us close prisoners and—so far as we 
could judge—abused us in the most violent 
manner. Of course, I don’t know exactly what 
their language meant, but I do know that they 
treated us shamefully, and struck us from time 
to time. I gathered that they were jealous of 
the attention shown to us by the big chief. 
. We afterwards learnt that the island 
Cannibals 64 which the ternble tragedy. took 
Watch. place was not really inhabited, but the 
blacks on the coast had, it appeared, 
seen the boat far out at sea, and had watched it 
until we landed for water. ‘They waited a little 
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while in order to lull the crew into a sense of 
fancied security, and then, without another 
moment’s delay, they crossed over the island 
and descended upon us. 

We passed a most wretched night. Never, 
never can I hope to describe our awful feelings ; 
and amongst other things we suffered intensely 
from the cold, being perfectly naked. We were 
not, however, molested by any of our captors. 
But horror was to be piled on horror’s head, for 
the next day a party of the blacks returned to 
the island and brought back the dead bodies of 
all the murdered sailors. At first we wondered 
why they went to this trouble; and when, at 
length, it dawned upon us that a great cannibal 
feast was in preparation, I think we fainted 
away. 

We did not actually see the cooking opera- 
tions, but the stench of burning flesh was 
positively intolerable, and we saw women pass 
our little grass shelters carrying some human 
arms and legs, which were doubtless their own 
families’ portions. I thought we should both 
have gone mad, but notwithstanding this, we 
did keep our reason. Our position, however, 
was so revolting and so ghastly, that we tried to 
put an end to our lives by strangling ourselves 
with a rope made of plaited grass. We were, 
however, prevented from carrying out our 
purpose by the women-folk, who thereafter kept 
a strict watch over us. It seemed to me, so 
embarrassing were the attentions of the women, 
that these pitiable but cruel creatures were 
warned by the chief that, if anything befell us, 
they themselves would get into dire trouble. 
All this time, I could not seem to think or con- 
centrate my mind on the events that had 
happened. I acted mechanically, and I am 
absolutely certain that neither Gladys nor myself 
realized to the full our appalling position. 

In the meantime, it seems, a most — 
The Blacks sanguinary fight had ~ taken place 
Over the among four of the principal blacks 

who had assisted in the attack upon 
our sailors, the object of the fight being to 
decide as to who should take possession of. us. 
That monster with the high cheekbones and 
sunken eyes turned out the victor, and one 
night—may God sustain us when we think of 
that visitation!—he appeared before us and 
expressed by signs intense satisfaction at our 
APPCATANCe? sigan: [Miss Rogers’s story must, 
for obvious reasons, be broken off here, but I 
can assure my British readers that nothing 
more terrible could possibly be imagined. | 

One night we managed to slip out of the 

camp without attracting the notice of the 
women, and we at once rushed down to the 
beach, intending to throw ourselves into the 


water, and so end a life which was far worse 
than death. We were, unfortunately, missed, 
and just as we were getting beyond our depth a 
party of furious blacks rushed down to the 
shore and waded .out into the water to 
save us. 

After this incident our liberty was curtailed 
altogether, and we were moved away. The 
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same time, I ought to tell you that now and 
again we disobeyed deliberately, and did our 
best to lash our captors into a fury, hoping 
that they would spear us or kill us with 
their clubs. Our sole shelter was a’ break- 
wind of boughs such as you see behind us, 
and in front was a fire, generally lighted at 
night. The days passed agonizingly by ; and 


“* THE FURIOUS BLACKS WADED OUT INTO THE WATER.” 


women were plainly told—so we gathered—that 
if anything happened to us, death, and nothing 
less, would be their portion. Now that we 
could no longer leave the little break-wind that 
sheltered us, we spent the whole of our time in 
prayer—mainly for death to release us from 
our agonies. I was surprised to see that 
the women themselves, though nude, were 
not much affected by the intense cold that 
prevailed at times, but we afterwards learnt that 
they anointed their naked bodies with a kind of 
greasy clay, which formed a complete coating 
all over their persons. During the ensuing 
three months the tribe constantly moved their 
camp, and we were always taken about by our 
owner and treated with the most shocking 
brutality. The native food, which consisted of 
roots, kangaroo flesh, snakes, caterpillars, and 
the like, was utterly loathsome to us, and for 
several days we absolutely refused to touch it, in 
the hope that we might die of starvation. 
Finally, however, the blacks compelled 
Starvatns,, us to swallow some mysterious-looking 
meat, under threats of torture from 
those dreadful fire-sticks. You will not be 
surprised to learn that, though life became an 
intolerable burden to us, yet, for the most part, 
we obeyed our captors submissively. 


At the 
(Zo be continued.) 


when I tell you that every hour—nay, eve1/ 
moment—was a crushing torture, you will 
understand what that phrase means. We grew 
weaker and weaker and, I believe, more ema- 
ciated. We became delirious and hysterical, and 
more and more insensible to the cold and hunger. 
No doubt death would soon have come to our 
relief had you not arrived in time to save us. 


This, then, was the fearful story which the 
unfortunate Misses Rogers had to tell me. The 
more I thought it over, the more I realized that 
no English women had ever lived to tell so 
dreadful a tale. I compared their story with 
mine, and felt how different it was. I wasa 
man, and a power in the land from the very 
first, treated with the greatest consideration and 
respect by all the tribes. And, poor things, 
they were terribly despondent when I explained 
to them that it was impossible: for me to take 
them right away at once. Had I attempted to 
do so surreptitiously, I should have outraged 
the sacred laws of hospitality, and brought the 
whole tribe about my ears and theirs. Besides, 
I had fixed upon a plan of my own; and, as 
the very fact of my presence in the camp was 
sufficient protection for the girls, I implored 
them to wait patiently and trust in me. 


The Votaries of Eternal Silence. 


ALL ABOUT] THES MONAS DE RYO Feri veel IEE. 


By HERBERT VIVIAN. 


A detailed description of the almost incredible hardships which the Trappist Monks voluntarily 
undergo, with a complete set of photographs showing various vhases of the daily life of the 
votaries of eternal silence. 


a’ all those who have sought to 
expiate either their own sins or those 
of humanity at large by a course of 
penitence and selfabasement, none 
have come up to the Trappists in 
the severity of their rule or the rigour of their 
voluntary privations. ‘They have, indeed, almost 
passed into a proverb for abnegation of the 
world, not merely as regards its various pomps 
and vanities, but with reference to everything 
which goes to make life happy and even endur- 
able. It is, therefore, with the utmost bewilder- 
ment that a visitor to their famous monastery 
finds the brethren of this austere community as 
contented and even as cheerful a set of people 
as are to be numbered amongst the most zealous 
pleasure seekers. 

aAaspiiesthatminey 
Get Ups al-ctwOelleethe 
morning ; that they limit 
their. meals to a small 
allowance of fruit and 
vegetables washed down 
with spring water; that 
their days are devoted 
to hard manual labour, 
relieved only by frequent 
intervals of prayer; that 
they sleep on bedsteads 
of planks and straw ; that 
they .may never speak 
except in cases of abso- 
lute necessity; that their 
thoughts are constantly 
centred upon athe “latter 
end ; and that there is no 
relief for their hardships 
even. al “ties point on 
death, when, as a last and 
most signal object-lesson 
of arsterity,= they orare 
removed from their straw 
and laid out upon a heap 
of ashes. 

sut it must be remem- 
béered@thatealdthis.s 
undergone voluntarily, and 
that, just as a generous 
person finds a pleasure in 
giving away things which 
he needs himself, so the 
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brethren of La Trappe discover happiness and 
consolation in mortifications which would be 
unendurable if imposed against their will. 
Prisoners who have been condemned _ to 
absolute silence and seclusion have generally 
gone mad in a short period of time, but the 
Trappists find that their vow of silence confers 
a fresh zest upon their chaunts in church and 
upon all their devotional exercises, and it is 
certainly a fact that they enjoy extraordinary 
health and = spirits and usually attain to a 
good old age. A hard bed may be disagree- 
able at first if you have been used to feathers 
and down, but all are agreed that it is exceed- 
ingly healthy. ‘The same thing applies to their 
coarse w6dllen garments, and perhaps also to 
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Tur Wipe Wortp is a Magazine started with the avowed intention of publishing true stories of actual experiences 


and avoiding fiction. 
the true account of the life of the author. 
among the savages, as stated. 
never contradicted himself once. 


‘©The Ad¢entures of Louis De Rougemont” were commenced under the belief that they were 
It now turns out that it is not possible for him to have been thirty years 
His story was told in these offices over a period of several months, during which time he 
3ut, after what has‘transpired, we wish it to be distinctly understood that we do not 


publish. it.as a true narrative, but only as it is given to us by the author, leaving it to the members of the public to 


believe as much or as little as they please. 


It is admitted that portions of the story are founded on his experiences. 


In any case, the story is so crowded with vivid, graphic, and consistent details, that it marks its author, if not a speaker 
of the truth, at least as a master of fiction who has had no equal in our language since Defoe ; so that, even if the story 


is an invention, it is one which cannot fail to excite the de 


keenly disappointed if they were not allowed the opportuni 
We may conclude, 


of the narrative. 


epest interest, and we are sure that our readers would be 
f hearing the extraordinary developments and termination 
in the witty lines of the Wordd :— 


“Truth is stranger than Fiction,” 
3ut De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


THAT very night I called Yamba to 


cabs me and: dispatched hersto: a friendly 
Help. tribe we had encountered in the King 
Leopold Ranges—perhaps three days’ 

journey. I instructed her to tell these blacks 


that I was in great danger, and, therefore, stood 
in need of a body of warriors, who should be 
sent off immediately to my assistance. ‘They 
knew me much better than I did them. They 
had feasted on the whale. As I concluded my 
message I looked into Yamba’s eyes and told 
her the case was desperate. Her dear eyes 
slowed in the firelight, and I saw that she was 
determined to do or die. I trusted implicitly in 
her fertility of resource and her extraordinary 
intelligence. 

In a few days she returned, and told me that 
everything had been arranged, and that a body 
of armed warriors would presently arrive in the 
vicinity of the camp, ready to place themselves 
absolutely at my service. 

And sure enough, a few days later twenty 
stalwart warriors made their appearance at the 
spot indicated by Yamba, but as I did not con- 
sider the force quite large enough for my purpose, 
I sent some of them back with another message 
asking for reinforcements, and saying that the 
great white chief was in danger. Finally, when 
I felt pretty confident of my position, I marched 
boldly forward into the camp with my warriors, 
to the unbounded amazement of the whole 
tribe with whose chief I was sojourning. He 
taxed me with having deceived him when I said 
I was alone, and he also accused me of out- 
raging the laws of hospitality by bringing a party 
of warriors, obviously hostile, into his presence. 

Vol. i, —41. 


I wilfully ignored all these points, 
A Startling nq calmly told him that I had been 
ment. thinking over the way in which 
he had acquired the two white girls, 
and had come to the conclusion that he 
had no right to them at all. Therefore, I 
continued airily, it was my intention to take 
them away forthwith. I pointed out to the 
repulsive giant that he had not obtained the 
girls by fair means, and if he objected in any 
way to my taking them away with me, it was 
open to him, according to custom, to sustain his 
claim to ownership by fighting me for the 
*¢ property.” 

Now, these blacks are neither demonstrative 
nor intelligent, but I think I never saw any 
human being so astonished in the whole of my 
life. It dawned upon him presently, however, that 
I was not joking, and then his amazement gave 
place to the most furious anger. He promptly 
accepted my challenge, greatly to the delight of 


‘all the warriors in his own tribe, with whom he 


was by no means popular. But, of course, the 
anticipation of coming sport had something to 
do with their glee at the acceptance of the 
challenge. The big man was as powerful in 
build as he was ugly, and the moment he opened 
his mouth I realized that for once Yamba had 
gone too far in proclaiming my prodigious 
valour. He said he had heard about my 
wonderful “ flying-spears,” and he declined to 
fight me if I used such preternatural weapons. 
It was therefore arranged ¢hat we should wrestle, 
the one who overthrew the other twice out of 
three times to be declared the victor. I may 
say that this was entirely my suggestion, as I 


* Copyright, 1898, in the United States, by Louis de Rougemont. 


‘““] CHALLENGE THE CANNIBAL CHIEF TO FIGHT FOR POSSESSION OF 
THE GIRLS.” 


had always loved trick wrestling when at school, 
and even had a special tutor for that purpose— 
M. Viginet, an agile little Parisian, living in 
Geneva. He wasan old Crimean veteran. ‘The 
rank-and-file of the warriors, however, did not 
look upon this suggestion with much favour, as 
they thought it was not paying proper respect to 
my wonderful powers. I assured them I was 


perfectly satisfied, and begged them to let the ° 


contest proceed. 

Then followed one of the most extraordinary 
combats on record. Picture to yourself, if you 
can, the agony of mind of poor little Blanche 
and Gladys Rogers during the progress of the 
fight; and also imagine the painful anxiety 
with which I went in to win. 

A piece of ground about 2oft. square 
tions tar Was lightly marked out by the blacks 
the Fight. with their waddies, and the idea was 

that, to accomplish a_ throw, the 

wrestler had to hurl his opponent clean outside 
the boundary. We prepared for the combat by 
covering our bodies with grease; and I had my 
long hair securely tied up into a kind of 
“chignon” at the back of my head.. My 
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opponent was a far bigger man than 
myself, but I felt pretty confident in my 
ability as a trick wrestler, and I did not 
fear meeting him. What I did fear, 
however, was that he would dispute the 
findings of the umpires if they were in 
my favour, in which case there might 
be trouble. I had, however a shrewd 
suspicion that the chief was’ a coward at 
heart. He seemed nervous and anxious, 
and I saw him talking eagerly with his 
principal supporter. As for myself, I 
constantly dwelt upon the ghastly plight of 
the two poor girls. I resolved that, with 
God’s help, I would vanquish my huge 
enemy and rescue them from their dreadful 
position. I was in splendid condition, 
with muscles like steel from incessant 
walking. At length the warriors squatted 
down upon the ground in the form of a 
crescent, the chiefs in the foreground, and 
every detail of the struggle that followed 
was observed with the keenest interest. 

I was anxious not to lose a 
Moncus single moment. I felt that if I 

thought the matter over I might 
lose heart, so I suddenly bounded nimbly 
into the arena. -My opponent was there 
already — looking, I must. say, a little 
undecided. 

In a moment his huge arms were about 
my waist and shoulders. It did not take 
me very long to find out that the big 
chief was going to depend more upon 
his weight than upon any technical skill in 
wrestling. He first made a desperate attempt 
to force me upon my knees and then _ back- 
wards, but I wriggled out of his grasp, and 
a few minutes later an opening presented 
itself for trying the ‘ cross-buttock” throw. 
There was not a moment to be lost. Seizing 
the big man round the thigh I drew him 
forward, pulled him over on my back, and in 
the twinkling of an eye—certainly before I my- 
self had time to realize what had happened—he 
was hurled right over my head outside the in- 
closure (see frontispiece). The spectators, sports- 
men all, frantically slapped their thighs, and I 
knew then that I had gained their sympathies. 
My opponent, who had alighted on his head and 
nearly broken his neck, rose to his feet, looking 
dazed and furious that he should have been so 
easily thrown. When he faced me for the second 
time in the square he was much more cautious, 
and we struggled silently, but forcefully, for some 
minutes without either of us gaining any decided 
advantage. Oddly enough, at the time I was not 
struck by the dramatic element in the situation ; 
but now that I have returned to civilization I do 
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see the extraordinary nature of the combat as I 
look back upon those dreadful days. Just picture 
the scene for yourself. The weird, unexplored 
land stretches away on every side, though one 
could not see much of it on account of the 
grassy hillocks. 

I, a white man, was alone among the 
Bite nee, blacks in the terrible: land of -‘‘ Never 

Never,” as the Australians call their 
terra incognita; and I was wrestling with a 
gigantic cannibal chief for, the possession of two 
delicately-reared English girls, who were in his 
power. Scores of other savages squatted before 
us, their repulsive faces aglow with interest and 
excitement. Very fortunately, Bruno was not 
on the spot. I knew what he was of old, and 
how he made my quarrels his with a strenuous 
energy and eagerness that frequently got himself 
as well as his master into serious trouble. 
Knowing this, I had instructed Yamba to keep 
him carefully away, and on no. account to let 
him run loose. 

Fully aware that 
delays were dangerous, 
I gripped my opponent 
once more and tried to 
throw him over my back, 
but this time he was too 
wary, and broke away 
from me. Wher we 
closed again he com- 
menced his old tactics 
of trying to crush me 
to the ground by sheer 
weight, but in this he 
Wass Omrsiccess itl 
Frankly, I knew his 
strength was much 
greater than mine, and - 
fit one a Ong er awe 
wrestled the less chance 
I would have. There- 
fore, forcing him  sud- 
denly sideways, so that 
he stood on one leg, 

I tripped him, hurl- 
ing him violently 
from me sideways— 
and I remember his 
huge form went roll- 
ing outside the 
square, to the ac- 
companiment of 
delighted yells from 
his own people. 
I cannot describe my own sensations, 
‘Victosys» for I believe I was half mad with 
triumph and excitement. I must not 
forget to mention that I, too, fell to the ground, 
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but fortunately well within the square. I was 
greatly astonished to behold the glee of the 
spectators—but, then, the keynote of their 
character is an intense love of deeds of prowess, 
especially such deeds as provide exciting enter- 
tainment. 

The vanquished chief sprang to his feet 
before I did, and ere I could realize what was 
happening, he dashed at me as I was rising and 
dealt me a terrible blow in the mouth with his 
clenched fist. As he was a _ magnificently 
muscular savage, the blow broke several of my 
teeth and filled my mouth wita blood. My lips, 
too, were very badly cut, and. altogether I felt 
half stunned. ‘The effect upon the audience 
was. astounding. ‘The warriors leapt to their 
feet, highly incensed at the cowardly act, and 
some of them would actually have speared their 
chief then and there had I not forestalled them. 
I was furiously angry, and dexterously drawing 
my stiletto from its sheath so as not to attract 


attention, I struck at 
my opponent with 
all my force, burying 
the short, keen blade 
iY eiiseriveart: 
Ce el inc ene 
at my feet with 
a low, gurgling 
groan. As I with- 
drew the knife, 
tehelaeiteso 
that the blade 
extended up my 
forearm and was 
quite, hidden. 
This, combined with the fact that the fatal 
wound bled mainly internally, caused the 
natives to believe I had struck my enemy dead 
by some supernatural means. 
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You will observe that by this time I 


jiMelo- would seize every opportunity of im- 
Attitude. pressing the blacks by an. almost 


intuitive instinct; and as the huge 
savage lay dead on the ground, I placed my 
foot over the wound, folded my arms, and 
looked round triumphantly upon the enthusiastic 
crowd, like a gladiator of old. 

According to law and etiquette, however, the 
nearest relatives of the dead man had a perfect 
right to challenge me, but they did not do so, 
because they were disgusted at the unfair act of 
my opponent. I put the usual question, but no 
champion came forward ; on the contrary, I was 
overwhelmed with congratulations, and even 
offers of the chieftainship. I am_ certain, 
so great was the love of 
fair play among these 
natives, that had Is not 
killed the chief with my 
stiletto his own people 
would. promptly have 
speared him. ‘The whole 
of this strange tragedy 
passed with surprising 
swiftness; and I may 
mention here that, as 
I saw the chief rushirfg 
at me, I ~thought/he 
simply wanted to com- 
mence another round. 
His death was actually 
an occasion for rejoicing 
in the tribe. The festivi- 
ties were quickly ended, 
however, when I told 
the warriors that 
Printended <leay- 
ing the camp with 
the two girls in 
thepcorur se (On 
another day or 
SO, > CO 2retim © to 
my friends in the 
Kinga Leopold 
Ranges. In reality 
it ‘was my inten- 
tion to make for 
my own home in 
the Cambridge 


~The girls were kept in ignorance of the fatal 
termination of the wrestling match, as I was 
afraid it might give them an unnecessary shock. 
After twelve or fourteen days in the camp, we 
quietly took our departure. The party con- 
sisted of the two girls, who were nearly 
frantic with excitement over their escape, 
Yamba, and myself, together with the friendly 
warriors who had so opportunely come to my 
assistance. 
We had not gone far, however, before 
Th. Girls the girls complamed sofssoremee. 
Sore Feet. This was not surprising, considering 
the burning hot sand and the rough 
country we were traversing, which was quite the 
worst I had yet seen—at any rate, for the first few 
days’ march after 
we got out of the 
level country in 
the King Sound 
region. I, there- 
fore, had to rig. 
up a kind of ham- 
mock made _ of 
woven grass, and 
this, slung be- 
tween two poles, 
served to carry 
the girls by turns, 
the natives acting 
as bearers. Being 
totally unused to 
carrying anything 
but their own 
weapons, how- 
ever, they proved 
deplorably ineffi- 
cient as porters, 
and after a time, 
so intolerable did 
the Mabour be- 
come to them, 
the work of carry- 
ing the girls de- 
volved upon 
Yamba and myself. Gladys, the younger 
girl, suffered most, but both were weak 
and footsore and generally incapable of 
much ‘exertion. Perhaps a reaction had 
set in after the terrible excitement of the 


Gulf district. The ‘THE CORPSE WAS FIRST HALF-ROASTED, previous days. Soon our escort left us, 


body of the chief 
Wasi Olecalen 
(probably on account of the cowardice he dis- 
played), but it was disposed of according to 
native rites. The corpse was first of all half-roasted 
in front of a huge fire, and then, when properly 
shrivelled, it was wrapped in bark and laid on 
a kind of platform built in the fork of a tree. 


THE FORK OF A TREE.” 


AND THEN LAID ON A PLATFORM: BUILT IN 


to return to their own homes, and Yamba 
and I had to work extremely hard to get 
the girls over the terribly rough country. 
Fortunately there was no need for hurry, and so 
we proceeded in the most leisurely manner 
possible, camping frequently and erecting grass 
shelters for our delicate charges. Food was 
abundant, and the natives very friendly. 
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At length we came to a stately stream 
that followed in a N.N.E. direction to 
Cambridge Gulf. This, I believe, is 
marked on the map as the Ord River. Here 
we constructed a catamaran and were able to 
travel easily and luxuriously upon it, always 
spending the night ashore. ‘This catamaran was 


Easier 
Travel. 
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tion and affection for myself only differentiated 
them from the other cannibal blacks of unknown 
Australia. 

When first I saw these poor girls, in 
the glow of the fire-light, and in their 
rude shelter of boughs, they looked 
like old women, so haggard and emaciated were 


The Girls 
Improve. 


“THE WORK OF CARRYING THE GIRLS DEVJLVED UPON YAMBA AND MYSELF.” 


exceptionally large, and was long enough to 
admit of our standing upright on it with perfect 
safety. After crossing the King Leopold Ranges 
we struck a level country, covered with rich, tall 
grass, and well though not thickly wooded. The 
rough granite ranges, by the way, we found rich 
in alluvial and reef tin. Gradually the girls 
grew stronger and brighter. At this time they 
were, as you know, clad in their strange “ sack ” 
garments of bird-skins; but even before we 
reached the Ord River these began to shrink 
to such an extent that the wearers were even- 
tually wrapped as in a vice, and were scarcely 
able to walk. Yamba then made some make- 
shift garments out of opossum skins. 

As the girls’ spirits rose higher and higher I 
was assailed by other misgivings. I do not 
know quite how the idea arose, but somehow 
they imagined that their protector’s home was a 
more or less civilized settlement, with regular 


houses, furnished with pianos and other appur- 


tenances of civilized life. So great was their 
exuberance that I could not find it in my 
heart to tell them that they were merely going 
among my own friendly natives, whose admira- 


they ; but now, as the spacious catamaran glided 
down the stately Ord, they gradually resumed 
their youthful looks, and were very comely 
indeed. The awful look of intolerable anguish 
that haunted their faces had gone, and they 
laughed and chatted with perfect freedom. 
They were like birds just set at liberty. They 
loved Bruno from the very first; and he loved 
them. He showed his love, too, in a very 
practical manner by going hunting on his own 
account and bringing home little ducks to 
his new mistresses. Quite of his own accord, 
also, he would go through his whole répertoire 
of tumbling tricks; and whenever the girls 
returned to camp from «their little wanderings, 
with their bare legs bieeding from the prickles, 
Bruno would lick their wounds and manifest 
every token of sympathy and affection. 

Of course, after leaving the native encamp- 
ment, it was several weeks before we made the 
Ord River, and then we glided down that fine 
stream for many days, spearing fish in the little 
creeks, and generally amusing ourselves, time 
being no object. I have, by the way, seen 
enormous shoals of fish in this river—mainly 


‘*“ BRUNO WOULD BRING HOME LITTLE DUCKS TO H 
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mullet—which can only be compared to the 
vast swarms of salmon seen in the rivers of 
British Columbia. 

We came across many isolated hills on our 
way to the river, and these delayed us very con- 
siderably, because we had to go round them. 
Here, again, there was an abundance of food, 
but the girls did not take very kindly to the 
various meats, greatly preferring the roots which 
Yamba collected. We came upon fields of wild 
rice, which, apart from any other consideration, 
lent great beauty to the landscape, covering the 
country with a pink-tinged white blossom. We 
forced ourselves to get used to the rice, although 
it was very insipid without either salt or sugar. 

Sometimes, during our down-river journey, we 
were obliged to-camp for days and nights with- 
out making any progress. This, however, was 
only after the river became tidal and swept up 
against us. 

Time was no object, and when at 
1 petenade lenoth we would put off again in a 

homeward direction, I sang many 
little chansons to my fair companions. The 
one that pleased them most, having regard to 
our position, commenced :— 

Filez, filez, mon beau navire, 

Car la bonheur m/attend la bas. 

Whenever the girls appeared to be brooding 
over the terrible experience they had undergone 
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I would tell them my own story, which deeply 
affected them. They would often weep with 
tender sympathy over the series of misfortunes 
that had befallen me. They sang to me, too— 
chiefly hymns, however—such as “Rock of 
Ages,” “ Nearer my God to Thee,” “There is a 
Happy Land,” and many others. We were con- 
stantly meeting new tribes of natives, and for 
the most part we were very well received. 
Bruno, however, always evinced an unconquer- 
able aversion for the blacks. He was ever kind 
to the children, though mostly in disgrace with 
the men until they knew him. 

When at length we reached my own home 
in Cambridge Gulf, the natives gave usa 
welcome so warm that in some measure 
at least it mitigated the girls’ disappoint- 
ment at the absence of civilization. 

You see, my people were delighted 

MSiacme. When’ they saw me, as they 

pecel red. thought, bringing home two white 

wives ; “for now,” they said, “the 

- great white chief will certainly remain 

among us for ever.” There were no wars 

going on just then, and so the whole tribe 
gave themselves up to festivities. 

The blacks were also delighted to see 
the girls, though of course they did not 
condescend to greet them, they being mere 

women, and therefore beneath direct notice. 

» I ought to mention, however, that long before 
we. reached my home we were constantly pro- 
vided with escorts of natives from the various 
tribes we met. These people walked along the 
high banks or disported themselves in the water 
like amphibians, greatly to the delight of the 
girls. We found the banks of the Ord . very 
thickly populated, and we frequently camped at 
night with different parties of natives. Among 
these we actually came across some I had fought 
against many months previously. 

As we neared my home, some of our escort 
sent up smoke-signals to announce our approach 
—the old and wonderful “ Morse code” of long 
puffs, short puffs, spiral puffs, and the rest, the 
variations being produced by damping down the 
fire or fires with green boughs. Yamba also 
sent up signals. The result was that crowds of 
my own people came out in their catamarans to 
meet us. My reception, in fact, was similar to 
that ‘accorded a successful Roman General. 
Needless to say, there was a series of huge 
corroborees held in our honour. The first thing 
I was told was that my hut had been burnt 
down in my absence (fires are of quite common 
occurrence) ; and so, for the first few days after 
our arrival, the girls were housed in a temporary 
grass shelter, pending the construction of a 
large hut built of logs. Now, as logs were very 


unusual building material, a word of explana- 
tion 1s necessary. 

The girls never conquered their fear 

A parée of the blacks—even my blacks—and 

therefore, in order that they might feel 

secure from night attack, a purely fanciful idea, 

I resolved to build a hut which should be 

thoroughly spear-proof. Bark was also used 

extensively, and there was a thatch of grass. 

When finished, our new residence consisted of 
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enable us all to leave these weird and far-away 
regions. The girls were in constant terror of being 
left alone—of being stolen, in fact. They had been 
told: how the natives got wives by stealing them, 
and they would even wake up in the dead of 
the night screaming in the most heartrending 
manner, with a vague, nameless terror. Knowing 
that the ordinary food must be repulsive to my 
new and delightful companions, I went back to 
a certain island, where, during my journey from 
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three fair-sized rooms—one for the girls to sleep 
in, one for Yamba and myself, and a third as a 
“living room,” though, of course, we lived 
mainly ex plein air. I also arranged a kind 
of veranda in front of the doorway, and 
here we frequently sat in the evening, singing, 
chatting about distant friends, and the times 
that were, as well as the times that were to be. 
Let the truth be told. When these poor young 
ladies came to my hut their faces expressed their 
bitter disappointment, and we all wept together 
the greater part of the night. Afterwards they 
said how sorry they were thus to have given way, 
and they begged me not to think them un- 
grateful. However, they soon resigned them- 
selves to the inevitable, buoyed up by the 
inexhaustible optimism of youth; and they settled 
down to live as comfortably as possible among 


the blacks until some fortuitous accident should 
Vol. ii --42. 


the little sand-spit to the main, I had hidden a 
quantity of corn beneath a cairn. 

This corn 1 now brought back to my 
K Dainty, Gulf; home,=and  planted* for thes use 

of the girls. ‘They always ate the corn 
green in the cob, with a kind of vegetable 
“milk” that exudes from one of the palm-trees. 
When they became a little more reconciled to 
their new surroundings, they took a great interest 
in their home, and would watch me for hours as 
I tried to fashion rude tables and chairs and 
other articles of furniture. Yamba acted as 
cook and waitress, but after a time the work 
was more than she could cope with unaided. 
You see, she had to fizd the food as well as 
cook it. The girls, who were, of course, looked 
upon as my wives by the tribe (this was their 
greatest protection), knew nothing about root- 
hunting, and they, therefore, did not attempt to 
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accompany Yamba on her daily expeditions. 
I was in something of a dilemma. If I engaged 
other native women to help Yamba, they also 
would be recognised as my wives. Finally, I 
decided there was nothing left for me but to 
acquire five more helpmates, who were of the 
greatest assistance to my own wife. 

Of course, the constant topic of conversation 
was our ultimate escape overland, and to this 
end we made little expeditions to test the 
girls’ powers of endurance. I suggested, during 
one of our conversations, that we should either 
make for Port Essington, or else go overland in 
search of Port Darwin, but. the girls were 
averse to this owing to their terror of the 
natives. 

Little did I dream, however, that at a 
Mae Baght place called Cossack, on the coast of 

the North-west Division of Western 
Australia, there was a settlement of pearl-fishers, 
so that, had I only known it, civilization— more 
or less—was comparatively near. Cossack, it 
appears, was the pearling rendezvous on the 
western side of the continent, much as Somerset 
was on the north-east; that is to say, at the 
extremity of the Cape York Peninsula. 

My tongue or my pen can never tell what 
those young ladies were to me in my terrible 
exile. They would recite passages from Sir 
Walter Scott’s works—the “Tales of a Grand- 
father” I remember in particular; and so 
excellent was their memory that they were also 
able to give me many beautiful passages from 
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Byron and Shakespeare. I had 
always had a great admiration for 
Shakespeare, and the girls and 
myself would frequently act little 
scenes from ‘The “lempest, aaa 
being the most appropriate to our 
circumstances. ‘The girls’ favourite 
play, however, was ‘‘ Pericles, Prince 
of Tyre.” I took the, partsofethe 
King, and when I called for my 
robes Yamba would bring some 
indescribable garments of emu skin, 
with a gravity that was comical in 
the extreme.-;-1, on my part, reetted 
passages from the French classics, 
particularly . the Fables Sot give 
Fontaine, in French, which language 
the girls knew fairly well. 

And we had other amusements. 
I made some fiddles out of that 
_peculiar Austrahan wood which 
splits into thin strips, and the 
strings of the bow we made out of 
my own hair. 

We lined the hut with the bark 
of the paper-tree, which had the 
appearance of a reddish-brown drapery. 

The native women made us mats out 
peels of the wild flax, and the girls them- 
Their Home-celves decorated their room daily with 

beautiful flowers, chiefly lilies. They 
also busied themselves in making garments of 
various kinds from opossum skins. ‘They even 
made some sort of costume for me, but I could 
not wear it on account of the irritation it 
caused. 

The natives would go miles to get fruit for 
the girls—wild figs, and a kind of nut about the 
size of a walnut, which, when ripe, was filled 
with a delicious substance looking and tasting 
like raspberry jam. ‘There was also a queer 
kind of apple which grew upon creepers in the 
sand, and of which we ate only the outer part 
raw, cooking the large kernel that is fourd 
inside. 

I often asked the girls whether they had 
altogether despaired when in the clutches of the 
cannibal chief, and they told me that although 
they often attempted to take their own lives, yet 
they had intervals of bright hope—so strong is 
the optimism of youth. My apparition, they 
told me, seemed like a dream to them. 

The natives, of course, were constantly mov- 
ing their camp from place to place, leaving us 
alone for weeks at a time, but we kept pretty 
stationary, and were visited by other friendly 
tribes, whom we entertained (in accordance with 
my consistent policy) with songs, plays, recita- 
tions, and acrobatic performances. 


Tee ADVENTURES: OF 


In these latter Bruno took a great 
Bruno as 2 part, and nothing delighted the blacks 

more than to see him put his nose 
on the ground and go head over heels time 
after time with great gravity and persistency. 
But the effect of Bruno’s many tricks faded into 
the veriest insig- 
nificance beside 
that produced by 
his bark. You 
must understand 
that the native 
dogs do not bark 
at all, but simply 
give. vent to a 
melancholy howl, 
not unlike that 
of the hyena, I 
believe. Bruno’s 
bark, be it said, 
has even turned 
the tide of battle, 
for he was always 
in the wars in 
the most literal 
sense sof the 
phrase. ‘These things, combined with his great 
abilities as a hunter, often prompted the blacks 
to put in a demand that Bruno should be 
made over to them altogether. Now, this 
request was both awkward and inconvenient 
to answer, but I got out of it by telling them— 
since they believed in a curious kind of metem- 
psychosis—-that Bruno was my brother, whose soul 
and being he possessed. His bark, I pretended, 
was a perfectly intelligible language, and this 
they believed the more readily when they saw 
me speak to the dog and ask him to do various 
things, such as fetching and carrying, tumbling, 
walking on his hind legs, etc., etc. Even this 
argument, however, did not suffice to overcome 
the covetousness of some tribes, and I was then 
obliged to assure them confidentially that 
he was a relative of the Sun, and therefore if 
I parted with him he would bring all manner 
of most dreadful curses. down upon his 
new owner or owners. Whenever we went 
rambling I had to keep Bruno as near meas 
possible, because we sometimes came across 
natives, whose first impulse, not knowing that he 
was a dog, was to spear him. Without doubt 
the many cross-breeds between Bruno and the 
native dogs will yet be found by Australian 
explorers. 

Our hut was about three-quarters of a mile 
away from the sea, and in the morning the very 
first thing the girls and I did was to go down to 
the beach arm in arm and have a delicious 
swim. 
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They very soon became _ expert 
“A Teacher swimmers, by the way, under my 
Swimming.” tyition. Frequently I would go out 
spearing and netting fish, my prin- 
cipal captures being mullet, We nearly always 
had fish of some sort for breakfast, including 
shell-fish, and we 
would send the 
women long dis- 
tances for wild 
honey... Water 
was the only 
liquid we drank 
at breakfast, and 
with it Yamba 
served. a7 Very 
appetizing dish 
of lily-buds and 
roots. We used 
to steam the wild 
rice — which I 
found growing 
alMOSti,every- 
where, but never 
more than two 
feet high—in 
primitive ovens, which were merely adapted 
ants’ nests. The material that formed these 
nests, by the way, we utilized as flooring for 
our house. We occasionally received quanti- 
ties of wild figs from the inland natives in 
exchange for shell and other ornaments which 
they did not possess. I also discovered a cereal 
very like barley, which I ground up and made 
into cakes. The girls never attempted to cook 
anything, there being no civilized appliances of 
any kind. Food was never boiled. 

From all this you would gather that we were 
as happy as civilized beings could possibly be 
under the circumstances. Nevertheless—and 
my heart aches as I recall those times—we had 
periodical fits of despondency, which filled us 
with acute and intolerable agony. 

These periods came with curious 
How wn regularity almost once a week. At such 
Depression-times J at once instituted sports, such 

as swimming matches, races on the 
beach, swings, acrobatic performances on the 
horizontal bars, Shakespearean plays. songs (the 
girls taught me most of Moore’s melodies), and 
recitations both grave and gay. ‘The fits of 
despondency were usually most severe when we 
had been watching the everlasting sea for hours, 
and had perhaps at last caught sight of a distant 
sail without being able to attract the attention 
of those on board. The girls, too, suffered 
from fits of nervous apprehension lest I should 
go away from them for any length of time. 
They never had complete confidence even in 
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my friendly natives. We were inseparable, we 
three: We went for long rambles together, 
and we inspected daily our quaint little corn- 
garden. At first my charming companions 
evinced the most embarrassing manifestations 
of ‘gratitude for what I~-had- done, but I 
earnestly begged of them never even to mention 
the word to me. The little I had done, I told 
them, was my bare and obvious duty, and was 
no more than any other man, worthy of the 
name, would have done. 

In our more hopeful moments we would 
speak of the future, and these poor girls would 
dwell upon the thrill of excitement that would 
go all through Great Britain when their story 
and mine should first be made known to the 
public. 

For they felt certain their adventures 
Castles in-were quite untgue in the annals of 

civilization, and they loved to think 
that they would have an opportunity of honizing 
me when we should return to Europe. They 
would not hear me when I protested that such 
a course would, from my point of view, be ex- 
tremely unpleasant and undignified —even 
painful. Every day we kept a good look- 
out for passing ships, and from twenty to 
forty catamarans were always stationed 
in readiness on the beach to take us out 
to sea should there be any hope of a 
rescue. As my knowledge of the English 
language was at this time not very per- 
fect, the girls took it upon themselves to 
improve me, and I made rapid progress 
under their vivacious tuition. They would 
promptly correct me in the pronuncia- 
tion of certain vowels when I read aloud 
from the only book I _ possessed—the 
Anglo-French Testament I have already 
mentioned. They were, by the way, 
exceedingly interested in the records of 
my daily life, sensations, etc., which I 
had written in blood in the margins of 
my little Bible whilst on the island in 
Timor Sea.“ About: this time I tried* to 
make some ink, having quill pens in 
plenty on the bodies of the wild geese, 
but the experiment was a failure. 

Both girls, as I have already hinted, 
had wonderful memories, and could recite 
numberless passages which they had 
learnt at school. Blanche, the elder girl, 
would give her sister and myself lessons 
in elocution, and I should like to saya 
word to teachers and children on the 
enormous utility of committing something 
to memory, whether poems, songs, or 
passages from historical or classical works. 
It is, of course, very unlikely that anyone 
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who reads these lines will be cast away as we 
were, but still one never knows what the future 
has in store for one; and I have known 
pioneers and prospectors who have ventured 
into the remoter wilds, and emerged therefrom 
years after, to give striking testimony as to the 
usefulness of being able to sing or recite in a 
loud voice. 

Sometimes we would have an impro- 
#Bivange vised concert, each of us singing what- 

ever best suited the voice ; or we 
would all join together in a rollicking glee. 
One day, I remember, I started off with— 

A notre heureux séjour, 

but almost immediately I realized how ridi- 
culously inappropriate the words were. Still, I 
struggled on through the first verse, but to my 
amazement, before I could start the second, the 
girls joined in with “God Save the Queen,” 
which has exactly the same air. The incident 
is one that should appeal to all British people, 
including even Her most gracious Majesty 
herself. As the girls’ voices rose, half-sobbingly, 
in the old familiar air, beloved of every English- 
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speaking person, tears fairly ran down their fair 
but sad young faces, and I could not help being 
struck with the pathos of the scene. 

But all things considered, these were really 
happy days for all of us, at any rate in com- 
parison with those we had previously experienced. 
We had by this time quite an orchestra of reed 
flutes and the fiddles aforesaid, whose strings were 
of gut procured from the native wild cat—a very 
little fellow, about the size of a fair-sized rat; I 
found him everwhere. ‘These cats were great 
thieves, and only roamed about at night. I 
trapped them in great numbers by means of an 
ingenious native arrangement of pointed sticks 
of wood, which, while providing an easy entrance, 
yet confronted the outgoing cat with a formidable 
cheveux-defrise. The bait I used was meat in 
an almost decomposed. condition. 

I could not handle the prisoners in 
wrapping the morning, because they scratched 

and bit quite savagely; I therefore 
forked them out with a spear. As regards 
their own prey, they waged perpetual war- 
fare_against the native rats. ‘The skin of 
these cats was beautifully soft, and altogether 
they were quite leopards in miniature. Best of 
all, they made excellent eating, the more so in 
that their flesh was almost the only meat dish 
that had not the eternal flavour of the 
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‘My COMPANIONS TOOK GREAT DELIGHT IN DRESSING 
MY ABSURDLY LONG TRESSES.” 


eucalyptus leaf, which all our other “ joints ” 


possessed. 


The girls never knew that they 
were eating cats, to say nothing 
about rats. In order to save their 
feelings, I told them that both 
“dishes ” were squirrels ! 

My hair at this time was even 
longer than the girls’ own, so it is 
no wonder that it provided bows for, 
the fiddles. My companions took 
great delight in dressing my absurdly 
long tresses, using combs which I 
had made out of porcupines’ quills. 

Our contentment was a great 
source of joy to Yamba, who was 
now fully convinced that I would 
settle down among her people for 
ever. The blacks, by the way, 
were strangely affected by our sing- 
ing. Any kind of civilized music 
or singing was to them anathema. 
What they liked best was the harsh 
uproar made by pieces of wood 
beaten together, or the weird jab- 
bering and chanting that accom- 
panied a big feast. Our singing 
they likened to the howling of the 
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dingoes. ‘They were sincere, but it was hardly 
complimentary. 
Elsewhere I have alluded to the 
Pemear or WOrror the girls had of being left alone. 
Solitude. Whenever I went off with the men on 
a hunting expedition I left them in 
charge of my other women-folk, who were 
thoroughly capable of looking after them. I 
also persuaded the natives to keep some dis- 
tance away from our dwelling, particularly when 
they were about to hold a cannibal feast, so that 
the girls were never shocked by such a fearful 
sight. Certainly they had known of canni- 
balism in their old camp, but I told them that 
my own people were a superior race of natives, 
who were not addicted to this loathsome practice. 
Although we had long since lost count of 
the days, we always set aside one day in every 
seven and recognised it as Sunday, when we 
held a kind of service in our spacious hut. 
Besides the girls, Yamba, and myself, only our 
own women-folk were admitted, because I was 
careful never to attempt to proselytize any of 
the natives, or wean them from their ancient 
beliefs. The girls were religious in the very 
best sense of the term, and they knew the Old 
and New Testaments almost by heart. They 
read the Lessons, and I confess they taught 
me a good deal about religion which I had not 
known previously. Blanche would read aloud 
the most touching and beautiful passages 
from the Bible, and even as I write I can in 
memory recall her pale, earnest face, with its 
pathetic expression and her low, musical 
voice, as she dwelt upon passages likely to 
console and strengthen us. in our terrible 
position. . The quiet little discussions we 
had together on theological subjects settled, 
once and for all, many questions that had 
previously vexed me a great deal. 
Both girls were devoted adherents 
Migcign eens Olathe (Churcheror England, and 
could repeat most of the Church 
services entirely from memory. They wanted 
to do a little missionary work among the 
blacks, but I gently told them I thought 
this inadvisable, as any rupture in our friendly 
relations with the natives would have been 
quite fatal—if not to our lives, at least to 
our chances of reaching civilization. More- 
over, my people were not by any means 
without a kind of religion of their own. They 
believed in the omnipotence of a Great Spirit 
in whose hands their destinies rested, and 
him they worshipped with much the same 
homage which Christians give to God. The 
fundamental difference was that the senti- 
ment animating them was not Jove but fear: 
propitiation rather than adoration. 


We sang the usual old hymns at our Sunday 
services, and I soon learned to sing them myself. 
On my part, I taught the girls such simple 
hymns as the one commencing : “Une nacelle en 
silence,” which I had learnt at Sunday-school in 
Switzerland. It is interesting to note that this 
was Bruno’s favourite air. Poor Bruno! he 
took more or less kindly to all songs, except the 
Swiss jodellings, which he simply detested. 
When I started one of these plaintive ditties 
Bruno would first protest by barking his loudest, 
and if I persisted, he would simply go away in 
disgust to some place where he could not hear 
the hated sounds. On Sunday evening we 
generally held a prayer-service in the hut, and at 
such times we offered up most fervent suppli- 
cations for delivery. 

Often I have seen these poor girls 

Prayer, lifting up their whole souls in prayer, 

quite oblivious for the moment of 

their surroundings until recalled to a sense of 

their awful positions by the crash of an unusually 

large wave on the rocks, or the cry of a stricken 
woman. . 

The girls knew no more of Australian geo- 
graphy than I did, and when I mention that I 
merely had a vague idea that the great cities of 


‘““LIFTING UP THEIR WHOLE SOULS IN PRAYER,” 


THE ADVENTURES, OF 


the continent—Sydney, Adelaide, Perth, and 
Melbourne—all lay in a southerly direction, you 
may imagine how dense was my ignorance of 
the great island. I am now the strongest 
possible advocate of a sound geographical train- 
ing in schools. 

On ordinary days we indulged in a variety of 
games, the principal one being a form of 
“rounders.” I made a ball out of opossum 
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We had a nice large football made of 

Goowiskin SOft gooseskin stuffed with the paper 
Football. bark; and in considering our game 

you must always bear in mind that 

boots or footgear of any kind were quite un- 
known. The great drawback of football, from the 
native point of view, was that it entailed so much 
exertion, which could be otherwise expended 
in a far more profitable and practical manner. 


br AVING ROUNDERS WITH THE NATIVES.” 


skin, stuffed with the light soft bark of the 
paper-tree, and stitched with gut. We used a 
yam-stick to strike it with. My native women 
attendants often joined in the fun, and our antics 
afforded a vast amount of amusement to the 
rest of the tribe. The girls taught me cricket, 
and in due time J tried to induce the blacks to 
play the British national game, but with little 
success. We made the necessary bats and 
stumps out of hard acacia, which I cut down 
with my tomahawk. ‘The natives themselves, 
however, made bats much better than mine, 
simply by whittling flat their waddies, and they 
soon became expert batsmen. But unfortunately 
they failed to see why they should run after the 
ball, especially when they had knocked it a very 
great distance away. Running about in this 
manner, they said, was only fit work for women, 
and was quite beneath their dignity., Yamba 
and I fielded, but soon found ourselves quite 
unequal to the task, owing to the enormous 
distances we had to travel in search of the ball. 
Therefore we soon abandoned the cricket, and 
took up football, which was very much more 
successful. 


They argued that if they put the exertion 
requisite for a game of football into a hunt for 
food, they would have enough meat to last them 
for many days. It was, of course, utterly im- 
possible to bring them round to my point of 
view. With regard to the abandoned cricket, 
they delighted in hitting the ball, and in catch- 
ing it—oh! they were wonderfully expert at 
this—but as to running after the ball, this was 
quite impossible. 

About this time the girls showed me the steps 
of an Irish jig, which I quickly picked up and 
soon became quite adept in, much to the delight 
of the natives, who never tired of watching my 
gyrations. I kept them in a constant state of 
wonderment, so that even my hair—now about 
3ft. long —commanded their respect and admira- 
tion. 

Sometimes I would waltz with the younger 
girl, whilst her sister whistled an old familiar air. 
When I danced the blacks would squat in a 
huge circle around me, those in the front rank 
keeping time by beating drums that I had made 
and presented to them. The bodies of the 
drums were made from sections of trees which I 


432 THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 


found already hollowed out by the ants. These 
wonderful little insects would bore through 
and through the core of the trunk, leaving 
only the outer shell, which soon became light 
and dry. 

I then scraped out with my tomahawk 

Made any of the rough inner part that re- 

Drums: mained, and stretched over. the ends 

of each section a pair of the thinnest 
wallaby skins I could find; these skins were 
held taut by sinews from the tail ofa kangaroo. 
I tried emu skins for the drum-heads, but found 
they were no good, as they soon became per- 
forated when I scraped them. 

Never a day passed but we eagerly scanned the 
glistening sea in the hope of sighting a passing 
sail. One vessel actually came right into our 
bay from the north, but she suddenly turned 


right back on the course she had come. She 
was a cutter-rigged vessel, painted a greyish- 
white, and of about fifty tons’ burden. She 
was probably a Government vessel, as she flew 
the British ensign at the masthead, whereas a 
pearler would have flown it at the peak. The 
moment we caught sight of that ship I am 
afraid we lost our heads. We screamed aloud 
with excitement, and ran like mad people up and 
down the beach, waving branches and yelling 
like maniacs. I even waved wildly my long, luxu- 
riant hair. Unfortunately, the wind was against 
us, blowing from the W.S.W. We were assisted 
in our frantic demonstration by quite a crowd 
of natives with branches, and I think it possible 
that, even if we had been seen, the people on 
the ship would have mistaken our efforts for a 
mere hostile demonstration. 


“WE RAN LIKE MAD UP AND DOWN THE BEACH.—=. ~ « 


(Zo be continued.) 


I EVEN WAVED WILDLY MY LONG, LUXURIANT HAIR, 
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“Truth is stranger than Fiction,” 
But De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


ma] LIEN it was too late, and the ship returned to civilization. An Austrian ship, 

was almost out of sight, I suddenly manned partly by Frenchmen, was wrecked at 

realized that I had made another North-West Cape, on the extreme western side 

fatal mistake in having the blacks of the continent. Pearling vessels pass the spot 

with me. Had I and the two girls almost daily, and certainly weekly, going to and 

been alone on the beach, I feel sure the fro in the narrow channel between Muiron Island 
officers of the ship would have detected: our and the Cape itself. The survivors, some seven- 
white skins through their glasses. But, indeed, teen men in all, actually lived six months on the 
we may well have escaped notice altogether. coast, kindly treated and fed by the natives, but 
I may mention here a most amazing as unnoticed by the vessels of the pearling fleet 
aes case thatecame tO. my, notice when I as though they were dumped down in the middle 


of the continent. Amazing to relate, some 
of the pearlers—most of them Swan River 
men—passed all unknowingly within Za/f 
a mile of where the castaways were yelling 
themselves hoarse in the effort to 
attract attention. Eventually only 
two or three of the men survived, 
the rest having been unable to eat 
the unaccustomed food. 

There was a terrible scene when 
the supposed Government vessel 
turned back on her course and 
passed swiftly out of sight. ‘The 
girls threw themselves face down: 
wards on the beach, and wept 
wildly and hysterically in the very 
depths of despair. I can never 
hope to tell you what a bitter and 
agonizing experience it was—the 
abrupt change from delirious 
excitement at seeing a ship steer- 
ing right into our bay, to the 
despairing shock of beholding it 
turn away from us even quicker 
than it came. ‘The weeks gradu- 
ally grew into months, and still 
we were apparently no nearer 
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Again and again we made expeditions 
LwWarn the to-See whether it. were possible for the 

girls to reach Port Darwin overland ; 
but, unfortunately, I had painted for them in 
vivid colours the tortures of thirst which: I 
underwent on my journey towards Cape 
York, and so they were always afraid to leave 
what was now their home and go forth unpro- 
vided into the unknown. Sometimes a fit of 
depression so acute would come over them, that 
they would shut themselves up in their room 
and not show themselves for a whole day. We 
had a very plentiful supply of food, but one 
thing the girls missed very much was milk, 
which, of course, was an unheard-of luxury in 
these regions. We had a fairly good substitute, 
however, in a _ certain 
creamy and bitter-tasting 
juice which we obtained 
from a palm-tree. ‘This 
“milk,” when we = got 
used to it, we found ex- 
cellent when used with 
the eteen =. COM seal itic 
corn-patch, by the way, 
was. carefully fenced in 
from kangaroos and other- 
wise taken great care of; 
and I may here remark 
that I made forks and 
plates of wood for my 
fair companions, and also 
built them a proper ele- 
vated bed, with fragrant 
eucalyptus leaves and 
grass for bedding. For 
the cold nights there was 
a covering of skin rugs, 
with an overall quilt made 
out of the wild flax. 

The girls made themselves  sun- 
The Girls bonnets out of palm-leaves, whilst 
Bonnets: their most fashionable costume was 

of the skins of birds and marsupials, 
which Yamba cunningly stitched together. 
During the cold winter months of July and 
August we camped at a more sheltered spot, a 
little to the north, where there was a range of 
mountains, the principal peak of which was 
shaped like a sugar-loaf. 

I frequently accompanied the warriors on 
their fighting expeditions, but I never used my 
stilts, mainly because we never again met so 
powerful an enemy as we had battled with on 
that memorable occasion. My people were 
often victorious, but once or twice we got beaten 
by reason of the other side having drawn the 
first blood. My natives, however, took their 
reverses with a very good grace, and were never 
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very depressed or inclined to view me with 
less favour because of their want of success. 
We were always the best of friends, and I 
even ventured gradually to wean them from 
cannibalism. 

I knew they ate human flesh, not from any 
love of it, but because they hoped to acquire 
the additional valour of the warrior they were 
eating. I therefore diplomatically pointed out 
to them that, in the first place, all kinds of 
dreadful diseases which the dead man might 
have had would certainly be communicated to 
them, and in this I was providentially borne out 
by a strange epidemic. The second considera- 
tion was that by making anklets, bracelets, and 
other ornaments of the dead braves’ hair they 
could acquire for them- 
selves in a much more 
efficacious manner the 
valour and other  esti- 
mable qualities of the 
departed warrior. 

Whilst I was on 
the Bee this @ subreciud] 

also advised 
them strongly and impres- 
sively never wantonly to 
attack white men, but to 
make friendly advances 
towards them. I often 
wonder now whether ex- 
plorers who follow in my 
track will notice the 
absence of. cannibalism 
and the friendly overtures 
of the natives. 

Two half-painful, half- 
merry years passed by. 
We :had seen several 
ships passing out at sea, 
and on more than one occasion Yamba and J, 
taught by previous lessons, had jumped into our 
canoe and pulled for many miles in the direction 
of the sail, leaving the girls watching us eagerly 
from the shore. But it was always useless, and 
we were compelled to return without having 
accomplished our purpose ; we merely inflicted 
additional pain on ourselves. 

I now come to what is possibly the most pain- 
ful episode of my career, and one which I find 
it impossible to discuss without very real pain. 
Even at this distance of time I cannot recall 
that tragic day without bitter tears coming into 
my eyes, and being afflicted with a gnawing 
remorse which can never completely die in my 
heart. Do not, I beg of you, in considering 
my actions, ask me why I did not. do this, or 
that, or the other. In terrible crises I believe 
we become almost mechanical, and are not 
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responsible for what we do. I have often 
thought that, apart from our own volition, each 
set of nerves and fibres in our being has a will 
of its own. 

Well, one gloriously fine day we sighted a ship 
going very slowly across the gulf, several miles 
away. Would to God we had never seen her! 

We were thrown, as usual; into a 
Pi eeepcllect, irenzy of wild excrement, and 
the girls dashed here and there like 
people possessed. Of course, I determined to 
intercept the vessel if possible, and the girls at 
once expressed their intention of coming with 
me. I attempted earnestly to dissuade them 
from this, but they wept pitifully and implored 
me to let them come. They were filled with an 
ungovernable longing to get away—the same 
longing, perhaps, that animates a caged bird 
who, although well fed and kindly treated, soars 
away without a moment’s hesitation when an 
opportunity occurs. Quite against my better 
judgment, I let them come. Every second was 
precious and every argument futile. While 
Yamba was getting ready the canoe I rushed 
from one group of natives to the other, 
coaxing, promising, imploring. I pointed out 
to them that they could propel their catamarans 
faster than I could paddle, and I promised them 
that if I reached the ship I would send them 
presents from the white man’s land of toma- 
hawks and knives and gaily-coloured cloths and 
gorgeous imitation jewellery. But they were 
only too ready to help me without any of these 
inducements, and in an incredibly short time at 
least twenty: catamarans,. each containing one or 
two men, put off from the shore in my wake 
and made directly towards the ship, whilst I 
struck off at a tangent so as to head her off. I 
now see that without doubt we must have pre- 
sented a very formidable appearance to the 
people on the ship as we paddled over the sun- 
lit seas, racing one another, yelling, and gesticu- 
lating like madmen. Of course, the people on 
the ship quite naturally thought that they were 
being attacked by a savage flotilla. But in the 
excitement of the moment I never gave this a 
thought. Had I only left my faithful natives 
behind all might have been well. Yamba and 
I kept the canoe well ahead, and we reached the 
neighbourhood of the ship first. 
As we approached, the excitement of 
mou2st... the girls was painful to witness. They 
could scarcely contain themselves for 
joy, and as I forcibly prevented them from 
standing up in the frail canoe, they contented 
themselves with frantically waving their hands 
and screaming themselves hoarse. 

As we approached the vessel I was surprised 

to see the topsail being hoisted, but, strange to 
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say, the crew kept well out of sight. ‘This was 
easy to do, considering the spread of canvas. 
It was not a Malay vessel, being decidedly of 
European rig. She was only a small craft, of 
perhaps ten or fifteen tons, with one mast carry- 
ing a mainsail and staysail, in addition to the 
topsail that had been hoisted as we approached. 
To us, however, she was a “ship.” We were 
now about r5oyds. away, and I suddenly leapt 
to my feet and coo-eed several times. Still no 
one showed himself, and not a soul was visible 
on board. My own joyful excitement speedily 
turned to heart-sickness, alarm, and even terror. 
By this time the flotilla of catamarans was close 
behind me, and just as I was about to take to 
my paddle again and advance still closer to the 
vessel, the loud report of a gun was heard, and 
then—well, what followed next is exceedingly 
difficult for me to describe accurately. Whether 
I was wounded by the shot, or whether the girls 
suddenly stood up, causing me to lose my 
balance and fall on the side of the canoe and 
cut my thigh, I do not know. 

At any rate, I crashed heavily over- 
Caten®pne. board in spite of Yamba’s desperate 

attempt to save me. ‘The next 
moment I had forgotten all about the ship, 
and was only conscious of Yamba swimming 
close by my side and occasionally gripping my 
long hair when she thought I was going under. 
We righted the canoe and climbed in as quickly 
as we could. I think I was dazed and incapable 
of any coherent thought. As I collapsed in the 
bottom of the canoe, I suddenly realized that 
Yamba and I were alone, and sitting up, I 
gasped.-1. he “girls, the girls 17. “Where gate 
they? Oh, where are they? We must save 
theme!” 

Alas! they had sunk beneath the smiling 
waves, and they never rose again. ‘True, they 
were expert swimmers, but I suppose the 
terrible excitement, followed by the sudden 
shock, was too much for them, and as they 
sank for the first time they probably clung to 
each other in the embrace of death. God 
knows best. Perhaps it was better that He 
should take my loved ones from me than that 
they should be dragged through the terrible 
years that followed. 

But for a long time I utterly refused to 
believe that my darlings were lost—they were 
truly as sisters to me; and Yamba and I and 
the natives dived time after time, searching the 
sea in every direction. But at length, seeing 
that I was exhausted, Yamba forcibly detained 
me, and told me that I myself would inevitably 
drown if I went into the water again. ‘The 
wound in my thigh (I am uncertain to this day 
whether it was the result of the gun-shot or mere 
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collision with the rough gunwale of the canoe) 
was bleeding freely ; and as it was also pointed 
out to me that there was a very strong and swift 
current at this spot, I allowed myself to be 
taken away without any further opposition. 

I could not realize my bereavement. 
It seemed too terrible and stunning 
that when God had provided me with 
these two charming companions, who were all 
in all to me every moment of my existence, as 


I Cannot 
Realize It. 
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my death, I feel sure I shall suffer agonies of 
grief and remorse (I blame myself for not 
having forbidden them to go in the canoe) for 
this terrible catastrophe. 

After we returned to the Jand, I haunted the 
seashore for hours, hoping to see the bodies 
rise to the surface; but I watched in vain. 
When at length ‘the full magnitude of the 
disaster dawned upon me, despair—the utter 
abandonment of despair—filled my soul for 


‘*i HAUNTED THE SZASHORE FOR HOURS..” 


a consolation for the horrors I had gone 
through —-it seemed impossible, I say, that they 
should be snatched from me just at the very 
moment when salvation seemed within our reach. 
Every detail of the incident passed before my 
mental vision, but I could not grasp it—I could 
not seem to think it real. I can never explain 
it. These poor girls were more to me than 
loving sisters. They turned the black night of 
my desolate existence into sunshine, and they 
were perpetually devising some little sweet 
surprise—some little thing which would please 
me and add additional brightness to our daily 
lives. This dreadful thing happened many 
years ago, but to this day, and to the day of 


the first time. Never again would my sweet 
companions cheer my solitary moments. Never 
again would I see their loved forms, or hear 
their low, musical voices. Never again would 
we play together like children on the sand. 
Never again would we build aerial castles 
about the bright and happy future in store for 
us, looking back from the bourne of civilization 
on our fantastic adventures. Never again should 
we compare our lot with that of Robinson 
Crusoe or the Swiss Family Robinson. 

My bright dream had passed away, 
A Fearful and with a sudden revulsion of feeling 

I realized that the people around me 
were repulsive cannibals of the lowest type, 
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among whom I was apparently doomed to pass 
the remainder of my wretched days—a fate 
infinitely more terrible than that of joining my 
darlings beneath the restless waves, that beat for 
ever on that lonely shore. I was a long time before 
I could even bring myself to be thankful for 
Yamba’s escape, which was no doubt dreadfully 
ungrateful of me. I can only ask your pity and 
sympathy in my terrible affliction. What made 
my sorrow and remorse the more poignant was 
the reflection that, if I had retained one atom of 
my self-possession, I would never have dreamed 
of approaching the little European vessel at the 
head of a whole flotilla of catamarans, filled with 
yelling and gesticulating savages. As to the 
people on board the vessel, I exonerated them 
then, and I exonerate them now, from all blame. 
Had you or I been on board, we should 
probably have done exactly the same thing 
under the circumstances. 

Clearly the only reasonable plan of action 
was to have gone alone; but then, “at 
critical times, even the wisest among us Is 
apt to lose his head. God knows I paid dearly 
enough for my lack of judgment on this melan- 
choly occasion. 

My wound was not at all serious, and, 
thanks to Yamba’s care, it very quickly healed, 
and I was able to get about once more. 

But I ought to tell you that when we 
(only, returned I could not bear to go into 
Flower.” our hut, where every little bunch of 
withered flowers, every garment of 
skin, and every implement, proclaimed aloud 
the stunning loss I had sustained. No, I went 
back direct to the camp of the natives, and 
remained among them until the moment came 
for my departure. I think it was in the soft, 
stillenientsetbat Lofeltrit, most: —I-cried til | 
was as weak asa baby. Oh! the torments of 
remorse I endured, the fierce resentment 
against an all-wise Providence. “Alone! Alone! 
Alone!” I would shriek. ‘Gone! Gone ! Gone ! 
Oh, come back to me, come back to me, I 
cannot live here now.” 

And I soon realized that it was simply 
impossible for me to remain there any longer. 
There was much weeping and lamentation 
among the native women, but I guessed it was 
not so much on account of the poor young 
ladies themselves, as out of sympathy for the 
loss the great white chief had sustained. I 
think Yamba went among them and _ pointed 
out the magnitude of the disaster, otherwise 
they would have failed to grasp it. What 
was the loss of a woman or two to them? 
I felt, I say, that I could not settle down 
in my hut again, and I was consumed with 
an intense longing to go away into ~ the 


wilderness and there hide my grief. In making 
an attempt to reach civilization, I thought 
this time of going due south, so that perhaps 
I might ultimately reach Sydney, or Melbourne, 
or Adelaide. I argued thus casually to myself, 
little dreaming of the vast distances— mountain 
ranges and waterless deserts—that separated me 
from these great cities. For all I knew, I might 
have come upon them in a few weeks. All that 
I was certain of was that they lay somewhere to 
the south. ‘Time was no object to me, and I 
might as well be walking in the direction of 
civilization as remaining idle in my bay home, 
brooding ove: the disaster that had clouded my 
life and made it infinitely more intolerable than 
it was before the girls came. 

Yamba instantly agreed to accompany me, 
and a few weeks after the loss of the girls we 
started out once more on our wanderings, 
accompanied by my ever-faithful dog. 

Bruno also missed his young mis- 

Bruno’s tresses. He would moan and cry 

pitifully, and run aimlessly up and 
down the beach looking out to sea. Ah! had 
I only taken Bruno on that fatal day, he would 
not have let my dear ones drown ! 

As I have said, I remained only a few weeks 
in my bay home, and then departed. The 
blacks, too, left the spot, for they never stay 
where the shadow of death lies, fearing the 
unpleasant attentions of the spirits of the 
deceased. The parting between me and my 
people was a most affecting one, the women 
fairly howling in lamentations, which could be 
heard for a great distance. They had shown 
such genuine sympathy with me in my mis- 
fortune that our friendship had very materially 
increased ; but in spite of this good feeling, I 
knew I could never be happy among them 
again. 

So we started off into the unknown, with no 
more provision or equipment than if we were 
going for a stroll of a mile or so. Yamba 
carried her yam-stick and basket, and I had my 
usual weapons—tomahawk and stiletto in my 
belt, and bow and arrows in my hand. I never 
dreamed when we started that to strike due 
south would take us into the unexplored heart 
of the continent. Day after day, however, we 
walked steadily on our course, steering in a 
very curious manner. We were guided by the 
ant-hills, which are always built facing the east, 
whilst the top inclines towards the north; and 
we knew that the scratches made on trees by 
the opossums were invariably on the north 
side. 

We often steered by the habits 

Steering, of insects, wasps’ nests, and other 
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Nestss curious auguries, fixing our position 
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““WE WERE GUIDED BY THE ANT-HILLS.” 


at night by the stars and in the daytime by 
our own shadows. Yamba always went in 
front and I followed. The bush teemed with 
fruits and roots. After leaving our own camp 
in the Cambridge Gulf region we struck a fine 
elevated land, excellently well watered, and later 
on we followed the Victoria River in a south- 
easterly direction through part of the northern 
territory of. South Australia. .We .at length 
struck a peculiar country covered with coarse 
grass 1oft. or 12ft. high, not unlike the sugar- 
cane which I afterwards saw, but much more 
dense. 

It was, of course, impossible for us to pursue 
our course due south, owing to the forests and 
ranges which we encountered ; we had, as a 
matter of fact, to follow native and kangaroo 
tracks wherever they took us—east, west, and 
even north occasionally. The progress of the 
natives is simply from one water supply to 
another. As far as possible, however, we pursued 
our way south. You will therefore understand that 
this kind of travelling was very different from 
that which we experienced on the Victoria River 
—which, by the way, traversed a very fine 
country. As we ascended it we passed many 


isolated hills of perhaps a few hundred feet, and 
nowhere did I see any scrub or spinifex. 

After leaving the Victoria we. came upon a 
more elevated plateau covered with rather fine 
but short grass; the trees were scarcer here, 
but finer and bigger. There was plenty of 
water in the native wells and in the. hollows, 
although we frequently had to remove a few 
stones to -get at it.  Theresaverestplent en 
kangaroos and emus about, as well as turkeys ; 
these latter provided us with an unwonted dish, 
to say nothing of their delicious eggs. 

Another reason for our going out 
TAvoidthe of our course when we came to 

forests was because but little food was 
found in them. Kangaroos and other animals 
were seldom or never ~ found «there ;> they 
abounded usually in the more scrubby country. 
Again our progress was a very leisurely one, 
and, as we met tribe after tribe, we ingratiated 
ourselves with them and camped at. their 
native wells. Occasionally we came upon 
curious rivers and lagoons that ran into the 
earth and disappeared in the most mysterious 
way, only to reappear some distance farther on. 
Of course, I may be mistaken in this, but such 
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at any rate was my impression. One day as we 
were marching steadily along, Yamba startled 
me by calling out excitedly, ‘“ Up a tree, quick ! 
up a tree!” and so saying she scampered up 
the nearest tree herself. Now, by this time I 
had become so accustomed to acting upon her 


“VAMBA CALLED OUT, EXCITEDLY, ‘UP A TREE, QUICK!’” 


advice unquestioningly, that without waiting to 
hear any more I made a dash for the nearest 
likely tree and climbed into it as fast as I could. 
Had she called out to me, “‘ Leap into the river,” 
I should have done so without asking a question. 
When I was safely in the tree, however, I called 
out to her (her tree was only a few yards away), 
“What is the matter?” She did not reply, but 
pointed to a vast stretch of undulating country 
over which we had just come, and which was 
fairly well wooded. It lingers in my mind as a 
Vol. 1i.---56. 
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region in which one was able to see a fairly long 
way in every direction—a very unusual feature 
in the land of “‘ Never Never !” 

I looked, but at first could see nothing. 
Presently, however, it seemed to me that the 
whole country in the far distance was covered 
with a black mantle, which seemed to be made 
up of living creatures. 

Steadily and rapidly this great mys- 
Myriads terious wave swept along towards us, 
Rats! and seeing that I was both puzzled 
and alarmed, Yamba gave me to 
understand that we should presently be sur- 
rounded by myriads of rats, stretching away In 
every direction round our trees 
like a living sea. ‘The phenomenon 
was evidently known to Yamba, 
and she went on to explain that 
these creatures were migrating from 
the lowlands to the mountains, 
knowing by instinct that the season 
of the great floods was at hand. 
That weird and extraordinary sight 
will live in my memory for ever. 
I question whether a spectacle so 
fantastic and awe-inspiring was 
ever dealt with, even in the pages 
of quasi-scientific fiction. It was 
impossible for me to observe in 
what order the rats were advancing, 
on account of the great stretch of 
country which they covered. Soon, 
however, their shrill squeals were 
distinctly heard, and soon after 
the edge of that strange tide 
struck our tree and swept past 
us with a force impossible to 
realize. No living thing was 
spared. Snakes, lizards—aye, 
even the biggest kangaroos— 
succumbed after an ineffectual 
struggle. ‘The rats actually ate 
those of their fellows who 
. seemed to hesitate or stumble. 
The curious thing was that the 
ereat army never seemed to 
stand still. It appeared to me 
that each rat simply took a 
bite at whatever prey came his way and then 
passed on. 
I am unable to say how long the rats 
The Flowing were in passing—it might have been 
an hour. Yamba told me that there 
would have been no help for us had we been 
overtaken whilst on foot by these migratory 
rodents. It is my opinion that no creature in 
Nature, from the elephant downwards, could have 
lived in that sea of rats. I could not see the 
eround between them, so closely were they 
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packed. The only crea- 
tures that escaped them 
were birds. ‘The incessant 
squealing and the patter of 
their little feet made an 
extraordinary sound, com- 
parable only to the sighing 
of the wind or the beat 
of a great rain-storm. I 


‘“‘NO LIVING THING ESCAPED THEM.” 


ought to mention, though, that 4 was unable 
accurately to determine the sound made by the 
advancing rats owing to my- partial deafness, 
which you will remember was caused by the 
great wave which dashed me on to the deck of 
the Vze//and, just before landing on the sand-spit 
in the Sea of Timor. I often found this deaf- 
ness a very serious drawback, especially when 
hunting. I was often at-a loss to hear the 
‘coo-ce*. or call: of imy enatives, sh oruinate 
men! they did not even understand what deaf- 
ness meant. Lunacy also was unknown among 
them. In all my wanderings I-only met one 
idiot or demented person. He had been struck 
by a falling tree, and he was worshipped as a 
demi-god ! 

When the rats had passed by, we watched 
them enter a large creek and swim across, after 
which they disappeared in the direction of some 
ranges which were not very far away. They 
never seemed to break their ranks; even when 
swimming; one beheld the same level brownish 
mass on the surface of the water. Yamba told me 


538 THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 


that this migration of rats 
was not at all uncommon, 
but that the creatures 
rarely moved about in 
such vast armies as_ the 
one that had just passed. 

I also learned 
pats and. that isolatedspas- 
Children. ‘ties of miguiame 

rats were. respon- 
sible for the horrible 
deaths of many native 
children, who had, perhaps, 
been left behind in the 
camp by their parents, who 
had gone in search of 
water. 

Up_ to. the present we 
had always found food 
plentiful. On our south- 
ward journey a particularly 
pleasant and convenient 
article of diet turned up 
(or fell down) in the form 
of the mavru, as it is called, 
which collects on the leaves 
of trees during the night. 
Both in its appearance and 
manner of coming, this 
curious substance may be 
likened to the manna that 
fell in the wilderness for 
the benefit of the Israelites. 
This marwz is a whitish 
substance, not unlike raw 
cotton. The natives make 
bread of it; it is rather tasteless, but is very 
nutritious, and only obtained at certain times-— 
for example, it. never falls at the time of full 
moon, and is peculiar to certain districts. 

During this great southward journey many 
strange things happened, and we saw a host 
of curious sights. I only wish I could trust my 
memory to place these in their proper chrono- 
logical order. 

We had several visitations of locusts, and on 
one occasion, some months after leaving home, 
they settled upon the country around us so thickly 
as actually to make a living bridge across a large 
creek. On several occasions I have had to dig 
through a living crust of these insects, six or 
eight inches thick, in order to reach water at a 
water-hole. These locusts are of a yellowish- 
brown colour (many are grey), and they range in 
length from two to four inches. 

As they rise in the air they make a 
Clouds of strange cracking, snapping sound, and 

they were often present in such myriads 
as actually to hide the face of the sun. These 
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locusts I found excellent eating when grilled on 
red-hot stones. 

Yamba, of course, did all the cooking, making 
a fire with her ever-ready fire-stick, which no 
native woman is ever without ; and while she 
looked after the supply of roots and opossum 
meat, I generally provided the snakes, emus, 
and kangaroos. Our shelter at night consisted 
of a small guzyah made of boughs and we 
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‘Talking of storms, I have seen it stated that 
the Australian natives are in a state of high 
vlee whenever they hear thunder. ‘This 1s_per- 
fectly true, but I have never seen any explana- 
tion of this joy. Yet it is simple enough. ‘The 
natives know that thunder presages rain, which 
is always a blessing of great price in that thirsty 
country. 

I think this was the first time I had actually 
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left the fire burning in front of this when we 
turned in. 

When we had been fully three months out, a 
very extraordinary thing happened, which to 
many people would be incredible were it not 
recognised as a well-known Australian phenome- 
non. We had reached a very dry and open 
grass country, where there was not a tree to be 
seen for miles and miles. Suddenly, as Yamba 
and I were squatting on the ground enjoying a 
meal, we saw a strange black cloud looming on 
the horizon, and we hailed its advent with the 
very greatest delight, inasmuch as it presaged 
the rain which is always so vitally important in 
the ‘“ Never Never.” We waited in anticipation 
until the cloud was right over our heads. ‘Then 
the deluge commenced, but to my unbounded 
amazement I found that with the rain Zve fish 
as big as whitebait were falling from the clouds ! 
When this wonderful rain-storm had _ passed, 
large pools of water were left on the surface of 
the ground, and most of these were fairly alive 
with fish. This surface water, however, evapo- 
rated in the course of a few days, and then, as 
the blazing sun beat down upon the fish-covered 
country, we found the region growing quite in- 
tolerable on account of the awful stench. - 


seen it rain fish. I had often been surprised, 
however, to find water-holes and even the pools 
in grassy plains literally alive with fish a few 
days. after a storm. And -they grew with 
astounding rapidity, providing the water did 
not evaporate. This was in the vicinity of my 
Cambridge Gulf home. 

We remained in the neighbourhood 
Fish fom for some time, living on a most wel- 

come fish diet. Very frequently in 
our wanderings we were provided with another 
dainty in the shape of a worm, which, when 
broiled over charcoal, had the flavour of a 
walnut. 

These worms we found in the grass trees, 
which grow to a height of roft. to 2oft., and 
have bare trunks surmounted by what looks at 
a distance like a big bunch of drooping bulrushes. 
The worms were of a whitish colour, and were 
always found in the interior of a well-matured 
or decaying stem, so that all we had to do was 
to push the tree over with our feet and help 
ourselves. 

In the course of our wanderings we usually 
went from tribe to tribe, staying for a little time 
with some, and with others merely exchanging 
ereetings. With some tribes we would perhaps 
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travel a little way south, 
and only part with them 
when they were about to 
strike northwards, and 
as théir- course “was 
simply from water-hole to 


ia 


water-hole, as I have told you, it was always 
pretty erratic. 

Occasionally one of the tribes would display 
hostility towards us at first sight, but I generally 
managed to ingratiate myself into their good 
graces by the exercise of a little diplomacy — 
and acrobatics. Curiously enough, many of 
these tribes did not display much surprise at 
seeing a white man, apparently reserving all 
their amazement for Bruno’s bark and the white 
man’s wonderful pérformances. 

I may here remark that, in the event 

My SBALT OE HORT coming across a hostile tribe 

auetion. who fought shy of my friendly advances, 

I would, without cereniony, introduce 

myself by dashing into their midst and turning 

a few somersaults or Catherine-wbheels such as 

the London gamns display for the benefit of 

easily-pleased excursionists. This queer enter- 

tainment usually created roars of laughter, and 
set everyone at his ease. 
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I remember once 
being surprised by the 
sudden appearance 
over the “crestyoiee 
hillock ‘of abewe 
twenty blacks, all weil 
armed and presenting 
rather a formidable 
appearance. sum me 
moment they caught 
sight of Yamba and 
myself they halted, 
whereupon I advanced 
and called out to them 
that I was a friend, at 
the same time holding 
out my passport stick. 
‘The €fficacy sof this 
talisman varied 
according to the tribes. 
Yamba could make 
neither head nor tail 
of these people ; they 
jabbered in a language 
quite unintelligible to 
either of us. I then 
reverted to the inevit- 
able sign language, 
giving them to under- 
stand that I wished to 
sleep with them a night 
or two, but they still 
continued to brandish 
their spears ominously. 
Yamba at once whis- 
pered in my ear that 
we had better not 
trouble them. any 
further, as they were evidently inclined to 
be pugnacious. ‘This was a very exceptional 
rencontre, because I usually induced the natives 
to sit down and parley with me, when I would 
produce my mysterious stick, and in the event 
of this proving of little account, both I and 
Bruno would without a moment’s hesitation 
plunge into our performance. It always began 
with a few somersaults. Bruno needed no 
looking after. He knew his business, and went 
through his own répertoire with great energy 
and excitement. ‘The accompanying barks were 
probably involuntary, but they were a great help 
in astonishing and impressing the natives. 

Even in this instance I was unwilling 

Entertain. to retire defeated ; so suddenly pulling 
ment. out one of my little reed whistles 
capable of producing two notes, I commenced a 
violent jig to my own “music.” The effect on 
the scowling and ferocious-looking blacks was 
quite magical. They immediately threw down 
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their spears and laughed uproariously at my 
vigorous antics. I danced till I was quite tired, 
but I managed to wind up the entertainment 
with a few somersaults, which impressed them 
vastly. 

I had conquered. When I had finished they 
advanced and greeted me most heartily, and 
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ordinary stock of food. So completely had [ 
won them over, that I actually hung up my 
bow and arrows along with their spears before 
retiring to rest. The expression “hung up” 
may seem curious, so I hasten to explain that 
the natives tied up their spears in bunches and 
placed them on the scrub bushes. 


‘1? DANCED TILL I WAS QUITE TIRED.” 


from that moment we were friends. I had 
completely done away with their enmity by my 
simple efforts to amuse them. For the most 
part, this was my invariable experience. The 
natives were the easiest people in the world to 
interest and amuse, and when once I had 
succeeded in winning them in this way, they 
were our warmest friends. ‘This band of warriors 
took us back to their camping-ground, some 
miles away, and actually gave a great feast in 
my honour that evening, chanting the wonderful 
things they had seen until far into the night. 
The place where I met these blacks was a 
broken, stony, and hilly country, which, how- 
ever, abounded in roots and snakes, especially 
snakes. My hosts had evidently had a recent 
battue, or fire hunt, for they had a most extra- 


Next morning I brought down a 

The Fower few hawks on the wing with my bow 
Bow. and arrows, and then the amazement 
of the natives was quite comical to 

witness. Shooting arrows in a straight line 
astonished them somewhat, but the more bom- 
bastic among them would say, ‘‘ Why, I can do 
that,” and taking his woomerah he would hurl 
a spear a long distance. Not one of them, 
however, was able zo throw a spear upwards, 
and then it was I who scored even over the most 
redoubtable chiefs. It may be well to explain, by 
the way, that birds are always to be found 
hovering about a native camp; they act as 
scavengers, and their presence in the sky is 
always an indication that an encampment is 
somewhere in the vicinity. These birds are 


especially on the spot when the blacks set fire 
to the bush and organize a big battue. At 
such times the rats and lizards rush out into 
the open, and then the hawks reap a fine 
harvest. 

My natives, by the way, may be referred 
to as ‘‘ blacks,” or “ black fellows,” but they are 
not really black, their 
litle ) weins srathnen a 
brown, ranging from a 
very dark brown, indeed, 
almost to the lightness 
of a Malay. I found 
the coast tribes lightest 
in hue, while the inland 
natives were very much 
darker, ~Here:*] may 
mention that after hav- 
ing been on my way 
south for some months, 
T began; to- notice a 
total difference between 
the natives IT met and 
my own people in the 
Cambridge Gulf district. 
The tribes I was now 
| encountering daily were 
inferior in physique, and 
| had inferior war imple- 

ments, and I do not 

remember that they had 

any shields. 

The blacks I 
pebulstve sid awihiistied 
and —jigged 

before were, perhaps, 
themuclies: of, allethe 
ADOT C1 ne sealeshad 
encountered. .winchi 
was saying a very great 
deak -The men were 
very short, averaging little more than sft. 
with low foreheads and hideously repulsive 
features. I noticed, however, that the animals 
they had to eat seemed very much fatter than 
similar creatures farther north. One thing I 
was grateful to these people for was honey, 
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which I urgently required for medicinal pur- 
poses. They were very sorry when we left them, 
and a small band of warriors accompanied us on 
our first day’s march. We were then handed 
on from tribe to tribe, smoke signals being sent 
up to inform the next “nation” that friendly 
strangers were Coming. 
Gradually I became 
uneasy. We were evi- 
dently getting into a 
country whérevetie 
greatest of our wonders 
could not save us from 
the hostility of the 
natives. We presently 
encountered another 
tribe, who not only at 
first’ refused to “accept 
our. friendly overtures, 
but even threatened to 
attack us before I had 
time to consider another 
plans. ‘Ttried™thes fect 
of my whistle, but even 
this failed in its intent, 
and to my alarm, before 
I could give them an 
exhibition of my acro- 
batic powers they had 
hurled one or two war 
spears, which whizzed 
by unpleasantly close to 
my head. Without fur- 
ther ado, well knowing 
that vacillation meant 
death, I sent half-a-dozen 
arrows in succession 
amongst them, taking 
care, however, to aim very 
low, so as not unduly to 
injure my opponents. 
The hostile blacks came to a sudden 
Mysterious halt, as they found the mysterious 
spears flying round them, and watching 
my opportunity, I dashed forward right among 
them, and turned over and over in a series of 
rapid and breathless somersaults. 


ME.” 


rag 


E 


Y CAM 


E 
4. 


H 


i 


2 TP 
GE 64 


i 


HE 
PA 


E 


I 


E 


@) op) 


—S 


AN 


ME Ree 


A I 


8 
} 
yi) 


ON 


‘6 


Vole li: 


THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 


MARCH, 


1899. ING i12. 


The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont.” 
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BY HIMSELF. 


WAMBE: 


THE WIDE WorRLD is a Magazine started with the avowed intention of publishing true stories of actual experiences 


and avoiding fiction. 
the true account of the life of the author. 
among the savages, as stated. 
never contradicted himself once. 


‘©The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont” were commenced under the belief that they were 
It now turns out that it is not possible for him to have been thirty years 
His story was told in these offices over a period of several months, during which time he 
But, after what has transpired, we wish it to be distinctly understood that we do not 


publish it as a true narrative; but only as it is given to us by the author, leaving it to the members of the public to 


believe as much or as little as they please. 


It is admitted that portions of the story are founded on his experiences. 


In any case, the story is so crowded with vivid, graphic, and consistent details, that it marks its author, if not a speaker 
of the truth, at least as a master of fiction who has had no equal in our language since Defoe ; so that, even if the story 
is an invention, it is one which cannot fail to excite the deepest interest, and we are sure that our readers would be 
keenly disappointed if they were not allowed the opportunity of hearing the extraordinary developments and termination 


of the narrative. 


We may conclude, in the witty lines of the World :— 


“Truth is stranger than Fiction,” 
But De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


HAD conquered again. Do not 
blame the natives, for with them 
every stranger is an enemy until 
he has proved himself a friend. 
Hence it is that when white men 
suddenly appear among these natives they run 
imminent risk of being promptly speared, unless 
they can make it quite clear that no harm 1s 
intended. 

Month after month we continued our progress 
in a southerly direction, although, as I have 
said before, we often turned north-east and even 
due west, following the valleys when we were 
stopped by the ranges—where, by the way, we 
usually found 
turkeys in great 
numbers.*: We 
had water - bags 
made out of the 
intestines of kan- 
garoos, and we 
would camp 
wherever possible 
close to a native 
well, and where 
we knew food was 
to be found in 
plenty. 


At this 
ERE erat 
noticed 


that the more 
easterly I went 
the more ranges 
I encountered, 
whilst the some- 
what dreary and 
mostly waterless 
low-land lay to 
Vol. ii.—69. 


the west. We would sometimes fail to obtain 
water for a couple of days, but this remark does 
not apply to. the mountainous regions. Often 
the wells were quite dry and food painfully scarce ; 
this would be in a region of sand and spinifex. 
When I beheld an oasis of palms and tea 
trees I would make for it, knowing that if no 
water existed there, it could easily be got by 
digging. The physical conditions of the country 
would change suddenly, and my indefatigable 
wife was frequently at fault in her root-hunting 
expeditions. Fortunately, animal life was very 
seldom scarce. On the whole, we were 
extremely fortunate in the matter of water, 
although the natives often told me that 
the low wastes of sand and spinifex 
were frequently so dry, that it was 
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impossible even for theni to cross. What 
astonished me greatly was that the line of de- 
marcation between an utter desert and, say, a 
fine forest was almost as sharply marked as if 
it had been drawn with a rule. 

A stretch of delightfully wooded country 
would follow the dreary wastes, and this in turn 
would give place to fairly high mountain ranges. 

Once, during a temporary stay among one of 
the tribes, the chief showed me some very 
interesting caves among the low limestone 
ranges that were close by. It was altogether a 
very rugged country. Always on the look-out 
for something to interest and amuse me, and 
always filled with a stran ge, vague feeling that 
something mzgh¢f turn up unexpectedly which 
would enable me to return 
to civilization, I at once 
determined to explore these 
caves; and here I had 
very strange and _ thrilling 
adventure. 

Whilst I was roaming 
among the caves I came 
across a pit measuring per- 
haps 2oft. in diameter and 
oft. OF “oft. indepth.» it 
had a sandy bottom, and 
as I saw a curious-looking 
depression in one corner, 
I jumped down, leaving 
Bruno barking at the edge 
of the pit, because I knew 
I should have some trouble 
in hoisting him up again if 
I allowed him to accom- 
pany me. 1 carried a long 
stick, much longer than a 
waddy ; perhaps it was a 
yam-stick, I cannot remem- 
ber. At any. rate, just as 
I was about to probe a 
mysterious-looking hole, I 
beheld with alarm and 
amazement the ugly head 
of a large black snake 
suddenly thrust OW Fale me sirom—a dark mass. 
which I presently found was the decayed stump 
of a tree. I fell back as far as possible, and 
then saw that the reptile had quite uncoiled 
itself from the stem, and was coming straight 
at me. I promptly dealt it a violent blow, not 
on the head, but on the tail, which I knew 
would render it powerless. 

No sooner had I done this than another 
Awitn ark and hissing head came charging 
Been oe Ser umeriin direction. Again I struck at 
the reptile’s tail and overpowered 
it. Next came a third, and a ‘fourth, and 
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fifth, and then I realized that the whole of the 
dead stump was one living mass of coiled 
snakes, which were probably hibernating. One 
after another they came at me, and, of course, 
had they all come at once no power on earth 
could have saved me. I wondered how long 
this weird contest would be kept up, and again 
and again between the attacks I tried to 
escape, but had scarcely taken an upward step 
when another huge reptile was upon me. 

I was aware that Bruno was running back- 
wards and forwards at the edge of the pit 
barking frantically in a most excited state. He 
knew perfectly well what snakes were, having 
frequently been bitten. I owe my life on this 
occasion solely to the fact that the snakes were 
in a torpid state, and came 
at.me one at a time instead 
of all together. It was 
the cold season, about the 
month of June or July. 
It is impossible at such 
moments to take any 
account of time, so I can- 
not say how long the battle 
lasted. At length, however, 
I was able to count the 
slain. I did this partly out 
of curiosity and partly. be- 
cause I wanted to impress 
the natives—boast, if you 
like. Modesty, where 
modesty is unknown, would 
have been absurd if not 
fatal to my prestige. In 
all there were szxty - eight 
black snakes, averaging 
about Aft. Oin. in length. 

I do not remember that 
I was fatigued ; I think my 
excitement was too great 
for any such feeling to make 
itself felt. When at length 
I was able to get away, I 
and Bruno rushed off to the 
native camp a few miles 
away, and brought back the blacks to see what 
I'had done. ‘The spectacle threw them into a 
state of great amazement, and from that time I 
was looked upon with the greatest admiration. 

The story of how I had killed the 

prestige. Sakes soon spread abroad among 

the various tribes for miles round, 

and was chanted by many tribes, the means of 

communication being the inevitable smoke- 

signals. One important consequence of this 

adventure was that I was everywhere received 
with the very greatest respect. . 

It may be mentioned here that no matter 
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how unfriendly tribes may be, they always 
exchange news by means of smoke-signals. I 
may also say that at corroborees and such-like 
festivities a vast amount of poetic boasting and 
exaggeration is indulged in, each “hero ” being 
required to give practical demonstrations of the 
things he has seen, the doughty deeds he has 
done, etc. He goes through the subject of his 
chant de novo, warming up as he goes along, and 
magnifying its importance in a ridiculous way. 
It amuses me to this day to recall my own 
preposterous songs about, how I killed the two 
whales zzth my stiletto, and other droll preten- 
sions. But, ah! I was serious enough then ! 
Many parts of the extensive country I traversed 
on my southward journey, after the death of the 
girls, were exceedingly rich in minerals, and 
particularly in gold, both alluvial and in 
quartz. As I was making my way one day 
through a granite country along the banks 
of a creek, I beheld some reddish stones, 
which I at once pounced upon and found to 
be beautiful rubies. 
Having no means of carrying them, 
however, and as they were of no value 
whatever to me, I simply threw them 
away again, and now merely record the 
fact. I also came across large quantities of allu- 
vial tin, but this, again, was not of the slightest 
use to me, any more than it was when I found 
it in very large quantities in the King Leopold 
Ranges. The test I applied to see whether it 
was really tin was to scratch it with my knife. 
Even when large quantities of native gold lay at 
my feet, I hardly stopped to pick it up, save as 
a matter of curiosity. Why should I? What 
use was it to me? As I have stated over and 
over again in public, I would have given all 
the gold for a few ounces of salt, which I needed 
so sorely. Afterwards, however, I made use 
of the precious metal in a very practical 
manner, but of this more hereafter. At one 
place, probably near the Warburton Ranges in 
Western Australia, I picked up an immense 
piece of quartz, which was so rich that it 
appeared to be one mass of virgin gold ; and 
when on showing it to Yamba I told her that in 
my country men were prepared to go to any part 
of the world, and undergo many terrible hard- 
ships to obtain it, she thought at first I was 
joking, and the information amused her ever 
after, as indeed it did the rest of my people. 
I might also mention that up in the then little 
known Kimberley district many of the natives 
weighted their spears with pure gold. I only 
found the nuggets, big and little, near the creeks 
during and after heavy rains ; and I might also 
say that having with some difficulty interested 
Yamba in the subject, she was always -on the 
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look-out for the tell-tale specks and gleams. — In 
some of the 1anges, too, I found the opal in 
large and small quantities, but I soon discovered 
that the material was too light and brittle 
for spear-heads, to which curious use | 
essayed to put this beautiful stone. ‘Valking 
about spear-heads, there was a quarry of that 
kind of stone which was used for the making of 
war implements and others. It was very much 
worked, and as you may suppose was a valuable 
possession to the tribe in whose territory it was 
situated. The stone was a kind of flint, 
extremely hard and capable of being made very 
sharp and retaining its edge. Natives from far 
and near came to barter for the stone with 
shells and ornaments which these inland tribes 
did not possess. 

The method of getting out the stone 
Quarrying was by building fires over it, and then 
ordinary. when it had become red-hot throwing 

large and small quantities of water 
upon it in an amazingly dexterous way. ‘The 
stone would immediately be split and riven 
exactly in the manner required. A great deal 
of information of this kind will be found in the 
Anthropological and Geographical papers which 
I read before the British Association for the 
Advancement of Science, at their Bristol Con- 
egress, 1898, and which will be published as a 
separate appendix of my book. 

My very first discovery of gold was made in 
some crevices near a big creek, which had cut 
its way through deep layers of conglomerate 
hundreds of feet thick. This country was an 
elevated: plateau, intersected by deeply cut 
creeks, which had left the various strata quite 
bare, with curious concave recesses in which 
the natives took shelter during the wet season. 
One of the nuggets I picked up in the creek I 
have just mentioned weighed several pounds, 
and was three or four inches long, and rather 
more than an inch in thickness. ‘This nugget I 
placed on a block of wood and beat it out with 


‘a stone, until I could twist it easily with my 


fingers, when I fashioned it into a fillet as 
an ornament for Yamba’s hair. This she con- 
tinued to wear for many years afterwards, but 
the rude golden bracelets and anklets I also 
made for her she gave away to the first children 
we met. Do not be surprised. All the gold I 
found in that terrible country I could not ex- 
change for a single ounce of salt, for which I 
had a constant and often painful craving. 

In many of the rocky districts the reefs were 
evidently extremely rich, but I must confess I 
rarely troubled to explore them. In_ other 
regions the gold-bearing quartz was actually a 
curse, our path being covered with sharp 
pebbles of quartz and slate, which made every 
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step forward a positive agony. Wild ranges 
adjoined that conglomerate country, which, as 
you have probably gathered, is extremely diffi- 
cult to traverse. Certainly it would be im- 
possible for camels. 

When we had been on the march 
falMecting, southwards about nine months there 

Calnesone? Of ethe «most important 
incidents in my life, and one which com- 
pletely changed my plans. One day we came 
across a party of about eight 
natives—all young fellows— 
who were on a punitive ex- 
pedition ; and as they were 
going in our direction (they 
overtook us going south) we 
walked along with them for 
the sake of their company. 
The country through which 
we were passing at that time 
is a dreary, undulating ex- 
panse of spinifex desert, 
with a few scattered and 
weird-looking palms, a little 
scrub, and scarcely any signs 
of animal life. The farther 
east we went, by the way, 
the better grew the country ; 
but on the other hand, when 
we went westward we got 
farther and farther into the 
dreary wastes. At the spot 
I have in my mind ranges loomed to the south 
—a sight which cheered me considerably, for 
somehow I thought I should soon strike civiliza- 
tion. 

Had not the blacks we were with taken us 
to some wells we would have fared very badly 
indeed in this region, as no water could be 
found except by sinking. I noticed that the 
blacks looked for a hollow depression marked 
by a certain kind of palm, and then they dug 
a hole in the gravel and sandy soil with their 
hands and yam-sticks. They usually came 
upon water a few feet down, but the distance 
often varied very considerably. 

We were crossing the summit of a little hill, 
where we had rested for a breathing space, 
when, without the least warning, I suddenly 
beheld, a few hundred yards away, in the 
valley beneath, four white men on horseback! JI 
think they had a few spare horses with them, 
but, of course, all that I saw were the four white 
men. I afterwards learned that, according to 
Our respective routes, we would have crossed 
their track, but they would not have crossed 
ours. They were going west. They wore the 
regulation dress of the Australian—broad 
sombrero hats, flannel shirts, and rather dirty 
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white trousers, with long riding boots. I re- 
member they were moving along at a wretched 
pace, which showed that their horses were nearly 
spent. 
Once again, notwithstanding all pre- 
vious bitter lessons, my uncontroll- 
able excitement was my undoing. 
“Civilization at last!” I screamed to myself, 
and then, throwing discretion to the winds, 
I gave the war-whoop of the blacks and 
rushed madly forward, yell- 
ing myself hoarse, and 
supremely oblivious of the 
fantastic and savage appear- 
ance I must have presented 
with my. long hair flowing 
wildly out behind, and my 
skin practically indistinguish- 
able from that of an ordinary 
black fellow. My com- 
panions, I afterwards dis- 
covered, swept after me as 
in a furious charge, for they 
thought I wanted to anntht- 
late the white men at sight. 
Naturally, the spectacle un- 
nerved the white men, and 
they proceeded to repel the 
supposed attack by firing a 
volley into the midst of us. 
Their horses were terrified, 
and they reared and plunged 
in a dangerous manner, thereby greatly adding 
to the excitement of that terrible moment. 
The roar of the volley and the whizz of the 
shots brought me to my senses, however, and 
although I was not hit, I promptly dropped to 
the ground amidst the long grass, as also did 
Yamba and the other blacks. Like a flash my 
idiotic blunder came home to me, and then I 
was ready to dash out again alone to explain, 
but Yamba forcibly prevented me from exposing 
myself to what she considered certain death. 
The moment the horsemen saw us all dis- 
appear in the long grass, they wheeled round, 
changing their course a little more to the south 
—they had been going westy+so\ far ase) scan 
remember—and their caravan crawled off ina 
manner that suggested that the horses were 
pretty well done for. On our part, we at once 
made for the ranges that lay a little to the south. 
Here we parted with our friends the blacks, and 
they made off in an east-south-easterly direction. 
The dominant feeling within me as I 
Rage and saw the white men ride off was one of 
uncontrollable rage and mad despair. 
I was apparently a pariah, with the hand of 
every white man—when I met one—against me. 
“Well,” I thought, “if civilization is not pre- 
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pared to receive me, I will wait until it is.” 
Disappointment after disappointment, coupled 
with the incessant persuasions of Yamba and 
my people generally, were gradually reconciling 
me to savage life altogether, and slowly but 
relentlessly the thought crept into my mind that 
Iwas doomed never to reach civilization again, 
and so perhaps it would be better for me to 
resign myself to the inevitable and stay where I 
was. I would turn back, I thought, with intense 
bitterness and heart-break, and make a home 
amongst the tribes in the hills where we would 
be safe from the white man and his murderous 
weapons. And I actually did turn back, 
accompanied, of course, by Yamba. We did 
not strike due north again, as it was our 
intention to find a permanent home _ some- 
where among the ranges, at any rate for the 
ensuing winter. It was out of the question to 
camp where we were, because it was much too 
cold; and besides Yamba had much difficulty 
in finding roots. 

Several days later, as we were plodding 
steadily along, away from the ranges that I 
have spoken of as lying to the south, Yamba, 
whose eyes were usually everywhere, suddenly 
gave a cry and stood still, pointing to some 
peculiar and unmistakable footprints in_ the 
sandy ground which she confidently assured me 
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were those of a 
white man who 
had loct™ hrs 
reason, and was 
wandering aim- 
lessly about that 
fearful country. 


It was, of 
A White 


Wane nOOUbs & 
Tracks. easy for 
her to know the 
white “nvan’s 


tracks when she 
saw them, but I 
was curious how 
she could be cer- 
tains thats the 
white man had 
lost his reason. 
She pointed out 
to me in the first 
place. = that the 
tracks had been 
made by some- 
one wearing 
boots, and that 
as the footprints 
straggled about 
in a most erratic 
manner it was 
clearly evident that the wearer could not be 
sane. Even at this time, be it remembered, | 
was burning with rage against the whites, and 
so I decided to follow the tracks and find the 
individual who was responsible for them. But 
do not be under any misapprehension. My 
intentions were not philanthropic, but revengeful. 
I had become a black fellow myself now, and 
was consumed with a black fellow’s murderous 
passion. At one time I thought I would follow 
the whole party and kill them in the darkness 
with my stiletto when opportunity offered. 

The new tracks we had now come upon told 
me plainly that the party had separated, and 
were therefore now in my power. I say these 
things because I do not want anyone to suppose 
that I followed up these tracks of the lost man 
with the intention of rendering him: any assist- 
ance. 

For nearly two days Yamba and I followed 
the tracks, which went in curious circles always 
trending to the left. At length we began to 
come upon various articles that had apparently 
been thrown away by the straggler. First of all 
we found part of a letter that was addressed to 
someone, I think, in Adelaide, but of this I 
would not be absolutely certain. What I do 
remember was that the envelope bore the post- 
mark of Tea Tree Gully, S.A. 


WSan 


The writer ot that letter was evidently a 
woman, who, so far as I can remember, wrote 
congratulating her correspondent upon the fact 
that he was joining an expedition which was 
about {0 traverse theyecontinent.o5 Ie iancyal 
remember she said she was glad of this for his 
own sake, for 1t would no doubt mean much to 
him. She wished him all kinds of glory and 
prosperity, and wound up by assuring him that 
no one would be better pleased on his return 
than she. 

The country through which these tracks led 
us was for the most part nothing but a dry, 
sandy waste, covered with the formidable 
spinifex or porcupine grass. Yamba walked in 
front peering at the tracks. 

Presently she gave a little cry, and 

Yamba’s when she turned to me I saw that she 

had in her hand the sombrero hat of an 
Australian pioneer. A little 
farther on we found a shirt, 
and then a pair of trousers, 
after which we came upon 
a belt and a pair of dilapi- 
dated boots. 

At length on reaching 
the crest of sandy hillock 
we suddenly beheld the 
form of a naked white man 
lying face downwards in 
the sand. As you may sup- 
pose, we simply swooped 
down upon him, but on 
reaching him my first im- 
pression was that se was 
dead! His face was slightly 
turned to the right, his 
arms outstretched, and his 
fingers dug convulsively in 
the sand. I am amused 
now when I remember how 
great was our emotion on 
approaching this unfor- 
tunate. My first thought 
in turning the man over 
on to his back, and ascer- 
taining that at least he 
breathed, was one of great 
joy and thankfulness. 

Sslnank God,elesaid to 
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forgotten, and my only thought now was to 
nurse back to health the unconscious man. 

First of all I moistened his mouth with the 
water which Yamba always carried with her in a 
skin bag, and then I rubbed him vigorously, 
hoping to restore animation. I soon exhausted 
the contents of the bag, however, and im- 
mediately Yamba volunteered to go off and 
replenish it. She was absent an hour or more, 
I think, during which time I persisted in my 
massage treatment—although so far I saw no 
signs of returning consciousness on the part of 
my patient. 

When Yamba returned with the water, 
Sane cians. tried to make thes prestap-smen 

swallow some of it, and I even smeared 
him with the blood of an opossum which my 
thoughtful helpmeet had brought back with her. 
But for a long time all my efforts were in vain, 
and then, dragging him to the foot 
of a grass tree, I propped him up 
slightly against it, wetted his shirt 
with water and wound it round 
his throat, whilst Yamba _ threw 
water’ on him and rubbed him 
vigorously. 

At last he uttered a sound— 
half-groan, half-sigh (it thrilled me 
through and through), and, I 
noticed then that he was able to 
swallow a few drops of water. ‘The 

gloom of night was 
now descending on 
that strange wilder- 
ness of sand and 
spinifex, sO we pre- 
pared to stay there 


myself, =i if have BVP last ““ WE BEHELD A WHITE MAN LYING FACE DOWNWARDS ON THE SAND.” 


found a white companion 

who will put me in touch once more with the 
great world outside.” The burning rage that 
consumed me—you know my object in following 
the tracks—died away in pity as I thought of 
the terrible privations and sufferings this poor 
fellow must have undergone before being re- 
duced to this state. My desire for revenge was 


with our helpless charge until morning. Yamba 
and I took it in turns to watch over him and 
keep his mouth moistened. By morning he 
had so far revived that he opened his eyes and 
looked at me. How eagerly had I anticipated 
that look, and how bitter was my disappoint- 
ment when I found that it was a mere vacant glare 
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in which was no kind’ of recognition. Ever 
hopeful, however, I attributed the vacant look 
to the terrible nature of his experiences. I 
was burning to ply him with all manner of 
questions as to who he was, where he had 
come from, and what news he had of the 
outside world, but I restrained myself by a great 
effort, and merely persevered in my endea- 
vours to restore him to complete animation. 
When the morning was pretty well advanced 
the man was able to sit up, and in the course of 
a few days he was even able to accompany us 
to a water-hole, where” we encamped and 
stayed until he had practically recovered, or, at 
any rate, was able to get about. 
But, you may be asking, all this time, 
Disepoeint-cid the man say nothing? Indeed, 
ment. he said much, and I hung upon every 
syllable that fell from his lips, but, to 
my indescribable chagrin, it was a mere voluble 
jargon of statements, which simply baffled and 
puzzled me and caused me much pain. ‘The 
man would stare at me stolidly, and then 


‘CE WOULD STARE STOLIDLY AT ME.’ 


remark, in a vulgar Cockney voice, that he was 
quite swre we were going the wrong way. By 
this time, I should mention, we had re-clothed 
him in his trousers and shirt, for he had 
obviously suffered terribly from the burning sun. 

Many days passed away before I would admit 


to myself that this unhappy creature was a hope- 
Vol. ii,—70. 
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less imbecile. I was never absent from his side 
day or night, hoping and waiting for the first 
sane remark. Soon, however, the bitter truth 
was borne in upon me, and it dawned on Yamba 
and myself that, instead of having found salvation 
and comfort in the society of this man, we were 
merely saddled with a ghastly encumbrance, and 
were far worse off than before. 

We now set off in the direction of our old 
tracks, but were not able to travel very fast on 
account of the still feeble condition of the white 
stranger. Poor creature! I pitied him from the 
bottom of my heart. It seemed so terrible for 
a man to lapse into a state of imbecility after 
having survived the obviously dreadful hardships 
and adventures that had befallen him. I tried over 
and over again to elicit sensible replies to my 
questions as to where he came from, but he 
simply gibbered and babbled like a baby. I 
coaxed, I threatened, I persuaded ; but it was 
all in vain. I soon found he was a regular 
millstone round my neck, particularly when we 
were on a “ walk-about.” He would suddenly 
take it into his head to sit 
down for hours at a stretch, 
and nothing would induce 
him to move until he did so 
of his own accord. 

Curiously enough, 
Grane @s7 BR rinOsspecaiie 

very ‘ greatly 
attached to him, and was 
his constant companion. 
Of this I was extremely 
glad, because it relieved me 
of much anxiety. You will 
understand what I mean 
when I tell you that in spite 
of all our endeavours our 
mysterious companion 
would go off by himself 
away from our track, and 
were it not for Bruno— 
whom he would follow any- 
where—we would often have 
had much trouble in bring- 
ing him back again. Or he 
might have been speared 
before a strange tribe 
could have discovered his 
“sacred ” (idiotic) condi- 
tion. 

At length we reached a large lagoon, on the 
shores of which we stayed for about two years. 
The question may be asked, why did I settle 
down here? The answer is, that our white com- 
panion had become simply an intolerable burden. 
He was—let me say it as delicately as possible 
very uncleanly in his habits, and suffered 


650 THE: WIDE 
from the most exhausting attacks of dysentery. 
It was, of course, my intention to have con- 
tinued my march northward to my old home in 
the Cambridge Gulf district, because by this 
time I had quite made up my mind that, by 
living there quietly, I stood a better chance of 
escape to civilization by means of some vessel 
than I did by attempting to traverse the entire 
continent. Besides, this latter idea was now 
rendered impossible, on account of the poor, 
helpless creature I had with me. Indeed, so 
great an anxiety was he to me and Yamba that 
we decided we could go nowhere, either north 
or south, until he had become more robust in 
Healthies I tiever sane 
trusted him with a 
weapon, by the way. 
I had found a sheath- 
knife belonging to 
him, but I afterwards 
pave it, away. to 12 
friendly chief, who was 
immensely proud of it. 

In making for the 
sidres.-of the “big 
lagoon we had to tra- 
verse some extremely 
difficult country. In 
the first place, we en- 
countered a series of 
very broken ridges, 
which in parts proved 
so hard to travel over 
that I almost 
Sa Vier ern 
despair. At 
times there was 
nothing for it 
but to carry on 
iny oack pthc 
poor sceple 
creature who, I 
felt. (was, now. 
intrusted to 
my charge. I 
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fearful trial. Sometimes we had to traverse a 
wilderness of rocks which stood straight up and 
projected at sharp angles, presenting at a 
distance the appearance of a series of. stony 
terraces which were all but impassable. Fora 
long time our charge wore both: shirt and 
trousers, but eventually we had to discard the 
latter—or perhaps. it would be more correct to 
say that the garment was literally torn to shreds 
by the spinifex. At one time I had it in my 
mind to make him go naked like myself, but 
on consideration I thought it advisable to allow 
him to retain his shirt, at any rate for a time, 
as his skin was not so inured to the burning sun 
as my own. 
We had to 
A Heaxy “provide sit 
with food, 
which he accepted, of 
course, without gratt- 
tude..- -“ThengeVamua 
had always to. build 
him a shelter wherever 
we camped, so that far 
from being an invalu- 
able assistance and a 
companion he was a 
burden, so great that 
in moments of depres- 
sion I bitterly regretted 
not having left him to 
die. Indeed, he would 
often have gone to his 
death in the great 
deserts were it not 
POD ee eaier- 
vigilant Bruno. 
Still, I always 
thought that some 
day I would be 
able to take the 
man back to civi- 
lization, and there 
find out who he 
was and whence he 


remember that ““I CARRIED ON MY BACK THE POOR, FEEBLE CREATURE.” had come. And I 
frequently hoped that people 
native chiefs suggested that I should leave  ~ would think I had been kind to him. At first I 


him, but I never listened to this advice for 
a moment. Perhaps I was not altogether dis- 
interested, because already my demented com- 
panion was looked upon as a kind of minor 
deity by the natives. I may here remark that I 
only knew two idiots during the whole of my 
sojourn. One of these had fallen from a tree 
through a branch breaking, and he was actually 
maintained at the expense of the tribe and was 
revered by all. 

But the journey I was just describing was a 


thought the unfortunate man was merely suffer- 
ing from sunstroke, and that in course of time 
he would regain his reason. I knew I could do 
very little towards his recovery except by feeding 
him well. Fortunately the natives never called 
upon him to demonstrate before them the 
extraordinary powers which I attributed to him. 
Indeed, his strange gestures and antics and 
babblings were sufficient in themselves to con- 
vince the blacks that he was a creature to be 
reverenced. ‘The remarkable thing about him 
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was that he never seemed to take notice of any- 
one, whether it were myself, Yamba, or a native 
chief. As a rule, his glance would “go past 
me,” so to speak, and he was for ever wandering 
aimlessly about, chattering and gesticulating. 

We placed no restrictions upon him, however, 
and supplied all his wants, giving him Bruno as 
a guide and protector. I must say that Yamba 
did not like the stranger, but for my sake she 
was wonderfully patient with him. 

It was whilst living on the shores of 
A Strange this lagoon that I received a very ex- 
traordinary commission from a neigh- 
bouring tribe. Not long after my arrival I 
heard a curious legend to the effect that away 
on the other side of the lagoon there was an 
evil spirit infesting the waters which terrified the 
women when they went down to fill their skins. 
Well, naturally enough, the fame of the white 
man and his doings soon got abroad in that 
country, and I was invited by the tribe in ques- 
tion to go and rid them of the evil spirit. 
Accordingly, accompanied by Yamba, and leav- 
ing Bruno to look after our helpless companion, 
we set off in response to the invitation, and in 
a few days reached the camp of the blacks who 
had sent for me. The lagoon was here sur- 
rounded by a finely-wooded country, shghtly 
mountainous. Perhaps I ought to have stated 
that I had already gleaned from the mail-men, 
or runners, who had been sent with the message, 
that the waters of the lagoon in the vicinity of 
the camp had long been disturbed by some huge 
fish or monster, whose vagaries were a constant 
source of terror. The dreaded _ creature 
would come quite close in-shore, and then 
endeavour to “spear” the women with what was 
described as a long weapon carried in its mouth. 
This, then, was the evil spirit of the lagoon, and 
I confess it puzzled me much. I thought it 
probable that it was merely a large fish which 
had descended in a rain-cloud among countless 
millions of others of smaller species. I looked 
upon the commission, however, as a good oppor- 
tunity of displaying my powers and impressing 
the natives in that country—for I always had 
the utmost confidence in myself. Before setting 
out I had spent some little time in completing 
my preparations for the capture of the strange 
monster. 
The very afternoon I arrived I went 
Meteor COW LOstlie shores of the lagoon with 
Monster. 4]] the natives, and had not long to 
wait before I beheld what was ap- 
parently a huge fish careering wildly and 
erratically hither and thither in the water. On 
seeing it the natives appeared tremendously 
excited, and they danced and yelled, hoping 
thereby to drive the creature away. My first 
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move was in the nature of an experiment, 
merely with the object of getting a better view 
of the monster. I endeavoured to angle for it 
with a hook made out of a large piece of 
sharpened bone. I then produced large nets 
made out of strips of green hide and stringy 
bark rope. Placing these on the shore of the 
lagoon, I directed Yamba to build a little bark 
canoe just. big enough to hold her and myself. 

At length we embarked and paddled out a 
few hundred yards, when we threw the net over- 
board. It had previously been weighted, and 
now floated so that it promptly expanded to its 
utmost capacity. No sooner had we done this 
than the invisible monster charged down upon 
us, making a tremendous commotion in the 
water. Neither Yamba nor I waited for the 
coming impact, but threw ourselves overboard 
just as the creature’s white saw-like weapon 
showed itself close to the surface only a few 
yards away. We heard a crash, and then, look- 
ing backward as we swam, we saw that the long 
snout of the fish had actually pierced both 
sides of the canoe, whilst its body was evidently 
entanglede in the meshes of the=net., » oC 
desperate had been the charge that our little 
craft was now actually a serious encumbrance to 
the monster. The huge fish struggled madly 
to free itself, leaping almost clear of the water 
and lashing the placid lagoon into a perfect 
maelstrom. 

Several times the canoe was lifted high 
Struggles oyt of the water, and then the fish 
Monster. would try to drag it underneath, but 

was prevented by its great buoyancy. 
In the meantime, Yamba and I swam safely 
ashore, and we watched the struggles of the 
“evil spirit” from the shore, among a crowd of 
frantic natives. 

We waited until the efforts of the fish grew 
feebler, and then we put off in another bark 
canoe (the celerity with which Yamba made 
one was something amazing), and I easily 
dispatched the now weakened creature with 
my tomahawk. I might here mention that 
this was actually the first time that these in- 
land savages had seen a canoe or boat of any 
description, so that naturally the two I launched 
occasioned endless amazement. 

Afterwards, by the way, I tried to describe 
to them what the sea was like, but had to give 
it up, because it only confused them, and was 
quite beyond their comprehension., When we 
dragged the monster ashore, with its elongated 
snout still embedded in the little canoe, I saw 
ata glance that the long-dreaded evil spirit of 
the lagoon was a_ huge saw-fish, fully 14ft. 
long, its formidable saw alone measuring nearly 
sft. This interesting weapon I claimed as a 


trophy, and when I got back to where Bruno 
and his human charge were, I exhibited it to 
crowds of admiring blacks, who had long heard 
of the evil spirit. The great fish itself was 
cooked and eaten at one of the biggest corro- 
borees I had ever seen. The blacks had no 
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curious characters, were faintly discernible on 
some of the stones, but were not distinct enough 
to be legible. On one, however, I distinctly 
traced the initials ‘‘ L. L..,” which had withstood 
the ravages of time because. the stone contain- 
ing them was in a protected place. 


THE HUGE FISH LIFTED THE CANOE HIGH OUT OF THE WATER,” 


theory of their own as to how it got into the 
lagoon, and the only supposition I can offer is 
that it must have been brought thither when 
very small and young by a rain-cloud. 
So delighted were the blacks at the 
“Ope our service I had done them, that they 
Chief” paid me the greatest compliment in 
their power by offering me a chieftain- 
ship, and inviting me to stay with them for ever. 
I refused the flattering offer, however, as I was 
quite bent on getting back to Cambridge Gulf. 
On returning to my friends on the other side 
of the lagoon I learnt for the first time that 
there was a half-caste girl living among them ; 
and subsequent inquiries went to prove that her 
father was a white man who had penetrated into 
these regions and lived for some little time at 
least among the blacks, much as I myself was 
doing. My interest in the matter was first of 
all roused by the accidental discovery of a cairn 
5ft. or 6ft. high, made of loose flat stones. My 
experience was such by this time that I saw at a 
glance that this cairn was not the work of a 
native. Drawings and figures, and a variety of 


Naturally the existence of this cairn 
Vialbeaste set me inquiring among the older 
“irl natives as to whether they ever re- 
membered seeing a white man before ; 
and then I learned that perhaps twenty years 
previously a man like myself Zad made his 
appearance in those regions, and had died 
a few months afterwards, before the wife 
who, according to custom, was allotted to 
him gave birth to the half-caste baby girl, 
who was now a woman before me. They never 
knew the white stranger’s name nor where he 
came from. The girl, by the way, was by no 
means good-looking, and her skin was decidedly 
more black than white; I could tell by her 
hand, however, that she was a half-caste. 

On the strength of our supposed affinity, she 
was offered to me as a wife, and I accepted her, 
more as a help for Yamba than anything else ; 
she was called Luigi. Yamba, by the way, was 
anxious that I should possess at least half-a- 
dozen wives, partly because this circumstance 
would be more in keeping with my rank ; but I 
did not fall in with the idea. I had quite 


THE ADVENTURES OF 


enough to do already to maintain my authority 
among the tribe at large, and did not care to 
have to rule in addition half-a-dozen women in 
my own establishment. This tribe always lingers 
in my memory, on account of the half-caste girl, 
whom I now believe to have been the daughter 
of Ludwig Leichhardt, the lost Australian ex- 
plorer. Mr. Giles says: “ Ludwig 
Leichhardt was a surgeon and 
botanist, who successfully con- 
ducted an expedition from More- 
ton Bay to Port Essington, on the 
northern coast. A military and 
penal settlement had been estab- 
lished at Port Essington by the 
Government of New South Wales, 
to which colony the whole territory 
then belonged. At this  settle- 
ment—the only point of relief after 
eighteen months’ 
travel — Leichhardt 
and his exhausted 
party arrived. 

“Of eiseich- 
pene Pate ob hardtsmsad 

fate™ insethe 
interior of Australia 
no certain tidings 
have ever been heard. 
I, who have wandered 
mtonand returned 
alive from the curious 
regions he attempted 
and died to explore, 
have unfortunately 
never come across a 
single record or any 
remains or traces of the party.” 

Leichhardt started on his last sad venture 
with a party of eight, including one or two 
native black boys. They had with them about 
twenty head of bullocks broken in to carry pack 
loads. ‘My first and second expeditions,” says 
Giles, “were conducted entirely with horses, but 
in all subsequent journeys I was accompanied 
by camels.” His object, like that of Leichhardt, 
was to force his way across the thousand miles 
of country that lay untrodden and unknown 
between the Australian telegraph line and the 
settlements upon the Swan River. And Giles 
remarks that the exploration of 1,000 miles in 
Australia is equal to at least 10,000 miles on any 
other part of the earth’s surface, always excepting 
the Poles: 

I continued residing on the shores of the 
lagoon in the hope that my patient would 
eventually get better, when I proposed continu- 
ing my journey north. I was still quite unable 
to understand his babblings, although he was for 


‘7 DISCOVER A CAIRN OF LOOSE FLAT STONES.” 
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ever mentioning the names of persons and places 
unknown to me, and he constantly spoke about 
some exploring party. He never asked me 
questions, nor did he get into serious trouble 
with the natives, being privileged. He never 
developed any dangerous vices, but was simply 
childlike and imbecile. 

“In the eee I 

valley -hads noticed 
Shadows thats mstead 

of becoming 
stronger, he was fading 
away. He was con- 
stantly troubled with a 
most distressing com- 
plaint, and in addition 
to this he would be 
seized with fits of 
depression, when he 
would remain in his 
hut for days at a time 
without venturing out. 
I always knew what 
was the matter with 
him when he was not 
to .bé seen. “Some= 
times [ would go in 
to see him and try 
and cheer him up, 

but usually it was a 

hopeless effort on 

my part. But I was 
not fond of visiting 
him chez fut. His 
dwelling-place 
well, the least said 
about it the better. 

Of course he had a wife given him, who 
acted as a nurse, and this young person 
seemed to consider him quite an ordinary 
specimen of the white man. Indeed, she was 
vastly flattered, rather than otherwise, by the 
attentions lavished upon her husband by her 
people. One reason for this treatment was 
that she was considered a privileged person 
to be related in any way to one whom the 
natives regard as almost a demi-god.. She looked 
after him too, and kept his hut'as clean as 
possible. One morning something happened. 
The girl came running for me to go to her hut, 
and there lay the mysterious stranger appar- 
ently stretched out for dead. I soon realized 
that he was in a fit of some kind. 

I now approach the momentous time when 
this unfortunate nian recovered his senses. 
When he regained consciousness after the fit 
Yamba and I were with him, and so was his 
wife. I had not seen him for some days, and 
was much shocked at the change that had taken 
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place. He was ghastly pale and very much 
emaciated. I knew that death was at hand. 
Just as he regained consciousness—I 


A Sane ican see the picture’ nows wyess wes 


White Man. : : 
were ali around his fragrant couch of 


eucalyptus leaves waiting for him to open his 
eyes—he gazed at me in a way that thrilled me 
strangely, and JZ knew L was looking at a sane 
white man. His first questions were ‘* Where 
anielsree ey OS are 
your’s ‘Hager: -and 
trembling I knelt 
down beside him 
and told him the 
long and strange 
story of how I had 
found him, and how 
he had now been 
living with me nearly 
two years. I pointed 


‘““BAGER AND IREMBLING I KNELT DOWN BESIDE HIM.” 


out? toy; im our. farthidigaBraund-whon had 
often taken him for long walks and_ brought 
him back safely, and who had so frequently 
driven away from him deadly snakes and 
warned him when it was time to turn back. I 
told him he was in the centre of Australia, and 
then I told in brief my own extraordinary story 
I sent Yamba to our shelter for the letter 
I had found in his tracks, and I read it aloud 
to him. He never told me who the writer of 
it was. He listened to all that I had to tell 
him with an expression of amazement, which 
soon gave place to one of weariness—the 
weariness of utter weakness. He asked me to 
carry him outside into the sun, and I did 
so, afterwards squatting down beside him and 
opening up another conversation. He then told 
me his name was Gibson, and that he had been 
a member of the Giles Expedition of 1874. 


From that moment I never left him night or 
day. He told me much about that expedition 
which I can never reveal, for I do not know 
whether he was lying or raving. He seemed 
to know full well that he was dying, and 
the thought seemed to please him rather than 
otherwise. He appeared to me to be too 
tired, too weary to live —that was the pre- 
dominant symptom. 
I introduced Yamba _ to 
Spyime him, and we did every- 
thing we possibly could 
to cheer him, but he gradually sank 
lower and lower. I would say, 
‘Cheer up, Gibson. Why, when 
you are able to walk we will make 
tracks straightway for civilization. 
I am sure you know the way, for 
now you are as right as I am.” 
But nothing interested the dying 
man. Shortly before the end his 
eyes assumed a strained look, and 
I could see he was rapidly going. 
The thought of his approaching end 
was to me a relief; it would be 
untrue if I were to say otherwise. 
lor weeks past I had seen that the 
man could not live, and consider- 
ing that every day brought its battle 
for life, you will readily understand 
that this poor, helpless creature was 
a terrible burden for me. He had 
such a tender skin that at all times 
I was obliged to keep him clothed. 
For some little time his old shirt 
and trousers did duty, but at length 
I was compelled to make him a 
suit of skins. Of course, we had 
no soap with which to wash _ his 
garments, but we used to clean 
them after a fashion by dumping them down 
into a kind of greasy mud and then trampling 
on them, afterwards rinsing them out in water. 
Moreover, his feet were so tender that I always 
had to keep him shod with skin sandals. His 
death-bed was a dramatic scene, especially under 
the circumstances. Poor Gibson! To think 
that he should have escaped death after those 
fearful waterless days and nights in the desert, 
to live for two years with a white man and then 
die of a wasting and distressing disease ! 

He spent the whole day in the open air, for 
he was very much better when in the sun ; and 
at night I carried him back into his hut, and 
laid him in the hammock which I had long ago 
slung for him. Yamba knew he was dying even 
before I did, but she could do nothing. 

We tried the effect of the curious herb 

Enos. ‘pitchori,” but it did not revive him. 
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EP isiior.. .by. thestway.ss ea kind of-) leaf 
which the natives chew .in moments of de- 
pression, and which has an exhilarating effect 
upon them. 

On the last day I once more made up a bed 
of eucalyptus leaves and rugs on the floor of 
Gibson’s hut. Surrounding him at the last were 
his wife-—a very good and faithful girl— Yamba, 
myself, and Bruno— who, by the way, knew full 
well that his friend was dying. He kept licking 
poor Gibson’s hand and chest, and then finding 
no response he would nestle up close to him 
for half an hour atatime. Then the affectionate 
creature would retire outside and set up a series 
of low, melancholy howls, only to run in again 
with hope renewed. 

Poor Gibson! The women-folk were par- 
ticularly attached to him because he never went 
out with the men, or with me, on my various 
excursions, but remained behind in their charge. 
Sometimes, however, he would follow at our 
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me. And so Gibson did not, as I at one time 
feared would be the case, pass away into the 
Great Beyond carrying with him the secret of 
his identity. Looking at him as he lay back 
among the eucalyptus leaves, pale and emaciated, 
I knew the end was now very near. 

I knelt beside him holding his hand, 
and at length, with a great effort, he 
turned towards me and said, feebly, 
“Can you hear anything?” I listened intently, 
and at last was compelled to reply that I did 
not. ‘ Well,” he said, “I hear someone talking. 
I think the voices of my friends are calling me.” 
I fancied that the poor fellow was wandering 11 
his mind again, but still his eyes did not seem 
to have that vacant gaze I had previously noticed 
in them. He was looking steadily at me, and 
he seemed to divine my thoughts, for he smiled 
sadly and said, “‘ No, I know what I am saying. 
I can hear them singing, and they are calling 
me away. They have come for me at last!” 


Unearthly 
Voices. 


“© GOOD-BYE, COMRADE, I’M OFF.” 


heels as faithfully and instinctively as Bruno 
himself. For the past two years Bruno and 
Gibson had been inseparable, sleeping together 
at night, and never parting fora moment the 
whole day long. Indeed, I am sure Bruno 
became more attached to Gibson than he was to 


(Zo be continued.) 


His thin face brightened up with a slow, sad 
smile, which soon faded away, and then, giving 
my hand a slight pressure, he whispered almost 
in my ear, as I bent over him, ‘‘ Good-bye, com- 
rade, I’m off. You will come too, some day.” 
And so Gibson passed peacefully away. 


The Oyster Parks of Arcachon. 


By HERBERT VIVIAN. 


A day with the red-breeched fish-wives of Arcachon, and a glimpse of the 


most remunerative kind 


of “Sfarming sinsthe world: 


From a] Eee VIEW or 
N, oyster is “by no méans the, de- 
graded, undeveloped creature that 
many imagine it to be. Though it 
possesses neither head nor feet, it 
has a mouth and even a tongue, 
a set of nerves, and complete breathing and 
digestive systems. Its method of propagation 
is also exceedingly ingenious. It does not need 
to be married or given in marriage, but presents 
the world, or rather the sea, with millions of 
young fry every year unaided. One result of this 
is that the breed cannot be altered or improved 
by artificial means. The only possible develop- 
ment is by diet and natural surroundings. The 
only attempts at classification have depended 
upon differences of shape, but they have not 
been very successful owing to the perplexing 
infinity of differences in all oysters, even in the 
same beds. A cultivator at Arcachon told me 
that it would be far easier to know oysters apart 
than a shepherd finds it to tell his sheep. 

The oyster breeds from the beginning of May 
to the end of August, and it is, therefore, no 
fiction that she must only be eaten when 
there isan “‘r” in the month. Unlike most of the 
inhabitants of the sea, she cherishes her young 
until they have acquired a considerable degree 
of development. When they are about a month 
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old, they leave their home in the parent shell 
and wander off to set up on their own account. 
They start out provided with a projecting limb, 
which serves them not only as a paddle, but as 
eye, ear, and nose all in one. It is one of the 
most fascinating diversions imaginable to watch 
through a microscope a drop of water con- 
taining thousands of these little beings, who 
rush about at a great pace, without ever 
coming into collision with one another. When 
at last they have settled upon their quarters for 
the rest of their lives, they shed their limb and 
proceed to develop the various organs which 
they will need during their sedentary existence. 
Their growth is then very rapid, and by the 
time they reach the age of three years they are 
generally quite fit for the table. 

When left to themselves, they naturally do 
not attain to the perfection and multitude 
obtainable by scientific culture. Parasites bore 
holes in their shells and stab them to death, 
while crabs, starfish, dogfish, and innumer- 
able other greedy creatures lie in wait to 
devour them. An old oyster, dragged up 
out of the sea, 1s prodigious @inwsize,.o0ut 
scarcely more appetizing than leather; and even 
young three-year-olds depend very much on their 
diet for their succulence. The ancient Romans 
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THE W1ibpE WorLD is a Magazine started with the avowed intention of publishing true stories of actual experiences 


and avoiding fiction. 
the true < pecount of the life of the author. 
among the savages, as stated. 
never Peiradicted: himself once. 


‘*The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont” 


were commenced under the belief that they were 


It now turns out that it is not possible for him to have been thirty years 
His story was told in these offices over a period of several months, during which time he 
But, after what has transpired, we wish it to be distinctly understood that we do not 


publish it as a true narrative, but only as it is given to us by the author, leaving it to the members of the public to 


believe as much or as little as they please. 


It is admitted that portions of the story are founded on his experiences. 


In any case, the story is so crowded with vivid, graphic, and consistent details, that it marks its author, if not a speaker 
of the truth, at least as a master of fiction who ‘has had no equal in our language since Defoe ; so that, even if the story 


is an invention, it is one which cannot fail to excite the deepest interest, and we 


are sure that our readers would be 


keenly disappointed if they were not allowed the opportunity of hearing the extraordinary dev Sloper nt and termination 


of the narrative. 


We may conclude, in the witty lines of the World :- 


“Truth is stranger than Fiction, 
3ut De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


@ EFTER the funeral—and funerals are 
dealt with more fully in my anthropo- 
logical notes—his wife followed out 
the usual custom of covering herself 
with pipeclay for about one month. 
She also mourned and howled for the pre- 
scribed three days, and gashed her head with 
bones and stones. Gibson’s body was not buried 
in the earth, but embalmed with clay and leaves, 
and laid on a rock-shelf in a cave. 

The general belief was that Gibson had 
merely gone back to the Spirit Land from 
whence he had come, and that as he was a 
great and good man, he would return to earth 
in the form of a bird—perhaps an ibis. I must 
say I never attached very much importance to 
what he said, however, even in his sane 
moments, because he was obviously a man of 
low intelligence and no culture. If I remember 
rightly, he. told me that the expedition to which 
he was attached left Adelaide with the object 
of going overland to Freemantle. It was 
thoroughly well equipped, and for a long time 
everything went well with the bey One day, 
whilst some of them were off exploring on their 
own account, he lost himself. 

He rather thought that the sun must 
mnvost in. have affected his brain even then, 

because he didn’t try to find his com- 
panions that night, but went to sleep quite 
contentédly under a tree. He realized the 
horror of his position keenly enough the next 
morning, however, and rode mile after mile 
without halting and without stopping for food 
or water, in the hope of quickly regaining his 
friends at the chief camp. Night stole down 
upon him once more, and he was still a lonely 
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wanderer, half delirious with thirst, the supply 
he had carried with him having long since 
given out. 

Next morning, when he roused himself, he 

found that his horse had wandered away and 
got lost. After this he had only a vague recol- 
lection of what happened. Prompted by some 
strange, unaccountable impulse, he set out on 
a hopeless search for water, and went walking 
on and on until all recollection faded away, and 
he remembered no more. How long he had 
been lost when I found him he could not say, 
because he knew absolutely nothing whatever 
about. his' rescue. So: far’ as’ I remember, he 
was a typical specimen of the Australian 
pioneer—a man of fine physique, with a full 
beard and a frank, but unintelligent, coun- 
tenance. He was perhaps 5ft. 4in. in height, 
and about thirty years of age. When I told him 
the story of my adventures he was full of earnest 
sympathy for me, and told me that if ever I 
intended one those regions for civilization 
again, my best plan w ould be to steer more 5.E., 
as it was in this direction that Adelaide lay. 
He also informed me that the great 
trans-Continental telegraph wire was 
being constructed from north to south. 
This he advised me to strike and 
follow to civilization. 

I may be permitted a little digression here to 
give a few extracts from Giles’s book, “ Australia 
Twice Traversed” (Sampson Low and Company), 
for this contains the version of the leader of the 
expedition himself as to the circumstances under 
which Gibson was lost. In all, it seems, Giles 
made five exploring expeditions into and through 
Central South Australia and Western Australia 


Gibson’s 
Dying 
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from 1872 to 1876. Speaking of his second 
expedition, Mr. Giles says: “I had informed 
my friend, Baron Von Mueller, by wire from 
the Charlotte Waters Telegraph station of the 
failure and break-up of my first expedition, and 
he set to work and 
obtained new funds 
fore Ine *toecomumiuc 
my labours. Ireached 
Adelaide late in 
January, 1873, and 
got my party to- 
sether. “We left 
early in March of 
1873, and journeyed 
leisurely up-country 
to Beltana, then past 
the Finnis Springs to 
the Gregory. ~ We 
then journeyed up to 
the Peake, where we 
were welcomed by 
Messrs. Bagot at the _¥% Pevasr cits Leaner 
Cattle Station, and From a Photo. 
Mr. Blood of the 
Telegraph Department. Here we fixed 
up all our packs, sold Bagot the waggon, 
and bought horses and other things. 
We now had twenty pack-horses and 
four riding horses.” 

We now come to the introduction of 
Gibsoni ss 

~ Here a short, young man 
Gites Meets accosted me, and asked me if 
I didn’t remember him. He said he 

was ‘ Alf’ I thought I knew his face, but I 
thought it was at the Peake that I had seen 
him ; but he said, ‘Oh, no! Don’t you remem- 
ber Alf, with Bagot’s sheep at the north- 
west bend of the Murray? My name’s 
Alf Gibson, and I want to go out with you.’ 
I said, ‘Well, can you shoe? Can you 
ride? Can you starve? Can you go with- 
out water? And how would you like to be 
speared by the blacks?’ He said he could 
do everything I had mentioned, and he 
wasn’t afraid of the blacks. He was nota 
man I would have picked out of a mob, 
but men were scarce, and he seemed so 
anxious to come, so I agreed to take him. 

“Thus, the expedition consisted of four 
persons — myself (Ernest Giles), Mr. 
William. Henry Tietkins, Alf Gibson, and 
James Andrews, with twenty-four horses 
and two little dogs. On Monday, 4th 
August, we finally left the encampment.” 

Now here is the passage in which Mr. 
Giles describes his dramatic parting with 
Gibson. It will be found in the chapter 


marked, 


“2zoth Apnl to 21st =Mayeers gee 


‘Gibson and I departed for the west. I rode 
the ‘Fair Maid of Perth.’ I gave Gibson the 
big ambling horse, ‘ Badger,’ and we packed the 
big cob with a pair of water-bags that contained 


twenty gallons. 


As we rode away, I was telling 


Gibson about various exploring expeditions and 
their fate, and he said, ‘ How is it that, in all 
these exploring expeditions, a lot of people go 


and die?’ 


He said, ‘I shouldn’t like to die in 


this part of the country, anyhow.’ 

‘““We presently had a meal of smoked horse. 
It was late when we encamped, and the horses 
were much in want of water, especially the big 
cob, who kept coming up to the camp all night 
and tried to get at our water-bags. We had 
one small water-bag hung in a tree. 


MR. WILLIAM 
HENRY TIETKINS, 
SECOND IN 
COMMAND. 


From a Photo. 


““THE MARE TOOK IT IN HER 


TEETH, AND SENT THE WATER UP IN A Jia. 


“T didn’t think of 

A Fountalm that Until miyanare 
Desert. came straight up 
to it and took it in 

her teeth, forcing out the 
cork, and sending the water 
up, which we were both 
dying to drink, in a beau- 
tiful jet. Gibson was now 
very sorry he had exchanged 
‘ Badger’ for the cob, as he 
found the cob very dull and 
heavy to get along. There 
had been a hot wind from 
the north all day, and the 
following morning, the 23rd 
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of April, there was a most strange dampness in 
the air, and I had a vague feeling, such as must 
have been felt by augurs and seers of old, who 
trembled as they told events to come; for ‘hts 
was the last day on which L ever saw Gibson. 

“As Gibson came along after me, he called 
out that his horse was going to die. The hills 
to the west were twenty-five to thirty miles away, 
and I had to give up trying to reach them. 
How I longed for a camel! Gibson’s horse 
was now so bad as to place both of us in a great 
dilemma: We turned back in our tracks, when 
the cob refused to carry his rider any farther, 
and tried to lie down. We drove him another 
mile on foot, and down he fell to die. My 
mare, the ‘Fair Maid of Perth,’ was only too 
willing to return, but she had now to carry 
Gibson’s saddle and things, and away we went, 
walking and riding in turns of one halfhour 
each. 

“When we got back to about thirty miles from 
a place which I had named ‘The Kegs,’ I 
shouted to Gibson, who was riding, to stop 
until I walked up to him. By this time we 
had hardly a pint of water left between us. 

‘We here finished the supply, and I 
A Terrible then said, as I could not speak before, 
‘Look here, Gibson, you see we are 

in a most terrible fix, with only one horse ; so, 
only one can ride, and one must remain behind. 
I shall remain, and now listen to me. If the 


mare does not get water soon she will die ; 
therefore, ride right on; get to the Kegs, if 
Now 


possible, to-night, and give her water. 
that the cob is dead, there'll 
be all the more water for her. 
Early to-morrow you will sight 
the Rawlinson, at twenty-five 
miles from the Kegs. Stick 
to the tracks and never leave 
them. Leave as much water 
in one keg for me as you can 
afford, after watering the mare 
and filling up your own bags, 
and, remember, I depend upon 
you to bring me relief.’ 
‘Gibson said if he had a 
compass he thought he could 
go better by night. I knew 
he didn’t understand anything 
about compasses at all, as I 
had often tried to explain them 
to him. The one I had was 
a Gregory’s Patent, of a totally 
different construction from 
ordinary instruments of the 
kind, and I was loth to part 
with it, as it was the only one 
I had. However, as he was 


ss 
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so anxious for it, I gave it to him, and away he 
went. I sent one final shout after him to stick 
to the tracks, and he said, ‘All nght!’ and the 
mare carried him out of sight almost instantly. 

‘All the food I had was eleven sticks of 
dirty, sandy, smoked horse, ‘averaging about 
an ounce and a half each. 

“On the 1st of May, as I afterwards 
roves, found out, at one o’clock in the morn- 
His Camp. ing, T staggered into the camp, and 

awoke Mr. Tietkins at daylight. He 

glared at me as if I had been one risen from 
the dead. I asked him ifhe had seen Gibson. 
It was eight days since I last saw him. ‘The 
next thing was to find Gibson’s remains. It 
was the 6th of May when we got back to where 
Gibson had left the right line. As long as he 
had remained on the other horses’ tracks it 
was practicable enough to follow his track, 
but the wretched man had left them and gone 
away in a far more southerly direction, having 
the most difficult sand-hills to cross at nght 
angles. We found he had burnt a patch of 
spinifex where he had left the other horses’ 
tracks. 

“Whether he had made any mistake in steer- 
ing by the compass or not it is impossible to 
say; but instead of going east, as he should 
have done, he actually went south, or very 
near. it. 

““T was sorry to think that the unfortunate 
man’s last sensible moments must have been 
embittered by the thought that, as he had lost 
himself in the capacity of messenger for my 
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relief, I, too, must necessarily fall a victim to 
his mishap. 

“IT called this terrible region, lying between 
the Rawlinson Range and the next permanent 
water that may eventually be found to the north, 
‘Gibson’s Desert; after this first white victim 
to its horrors. 

‘Tn looking over Gibson’s few effects, 

Gibson's ir. hietkins. 2nd.4. 1ouncdmaneeald 

pocket-book, a drinking song, and a 

certificate of his marriage. He had never told 
us he was married.” 

And now to resume my own narrative. 
Now that Gibson was dead I decided to 
move my home farther north, and eventually I 


settled down with my family (two children, a 


boy and a girl, had been born to me during my 
residence on the shores of the lagoon) in a 
beautiful mountainous and tropical region 200 
or 300 miles to the north. It was my intention 
only to have made a temporary stay here, but 
other ties came, and my little ones were by no 
means strong enough to undertake any such 
formidable journey as I had in contemplation. 
I also made the fatal mistake of trying to bring 
them up differently from the other -savage 
children. | 
Butyl, havestto- relate m@heresan incident 
that happened on our journey north. Yamba 
came to me one day positively quivering with 
excitement and terror, and said she had found 
some strange tracks, apparently of some enormous 
beast--a monster so fearful as to be quite 
beyond her knowledge. 
She took me to the spot and pointed 
Mysreriors out the mysterious 
tracks, which [ saw at 
once were-those of camels. «i 
do not know why I decided to 
follow them, because they must 
have been some months old. 
Probably, I reflected, I might 
be able to pick up something 
on the tracks which would be 
of use tome. At any rate, we 
did follow the tracks for several 
weeks-—perhaps a month—and 
found on the way many old 
meat - tins, which afterwards 
came in useful as water vessels. 
One day, however, I pounced 
upon an illustrated newspaper 
—a copy of the Sydney Zowz 
and Country Journal, bearing 
some date, I think in 1875 or 
1876. It was a complete copy a 
with the outer cover. I> re- i le 
member it contained some me oer 
pictures of horse-racing —I « op 
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believe at Parramatta ; but perhaps the “ Long 
Lost Relative” column interested me most, 
for the very moment I found the paper I sat 
down in the bush and began to read it with 
great eagerness, and as Yamba was also toler- 
ably familiar with the language, I read aloud to 
her. I cannot say she altogether understood 
what she heard, but she saw that I was intensely 
interested and delighted, and so she was quite 
content. to stay there and listen. You will 
observe that in all cases the very fact that Z was 
pleased was enough for Yamba, who never 
once wavered in her fidelity and affection. 
Altogether we spent some weeks following up 
these tracks, but, of course, we never came up 
with the caravan of camels, which must have 
been some months ahead of us. Yamba at 
length appeared to be a good deal wearied at 
my persistency in following up the tracks in this 
way, but after all was it not merely killing time? 
a mild sort of sensation which served to 
break the eternal monotony that sometimes 
threatened to crush me. 

How I treasured that soiled copy of 
ATreasuredthe Zown and Country, aS it is 

familiarly called in Sydney! I read 
and re-read it, and then read it all over again 
until I think I could have repeated every line of 
it by heart, even to the advertisements. Among 
the latter, by the way, was one _ inserted 
apparently by an anxious mother seeking in- 
formation concerning a long-lost son; and this 
pathetic paragraph set me wondering about my 
own mother. ‘‘ Well,” I thought, ‘‘she at least 
has no need to advertise, and I have the 
satisfaction of knowing that she 
must by this time be quite re- 
conciled to my loss, and have 
given me up as dead long ago.” 
Strangely enough, this thought 
quite reconciled me to my exile. 
In fact, I thanked Providence 
that my disappearance had been 
so complete and so prolonged 
as to leave not the slightest 
cause for hope on the part of 
any of my relatives. Had I for 
a moment imagined that my 
mother was still cherishing 
hopes of seeing me again some 
day, and that she was under- 
going agonies of mental sus- 
pense and worry on my behalf, 
I think I would have left every- 
thing and risked everything to 
reach her. But I knew quite 
well that she must have heard of 
the loss of the Vezelland, and 
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herself to the certainty of my death. I can never 
hope to describe the curious delight with which 
J perused my precious newspaper. I showed the 
pictures in it to my children and my_natives, 
and they were more than delighted, especially 
with the pictures of the horses in the races at 
Parramatta. In the course of time the sheets of 
paper began to get torn, and then I made a 
pretty durable cover out of kangaroo hide. 
Thus the whole of my hbrary consisted of my 
Anglo-French Testament and the copy of the 
Town and Country Journat. 

But I have purposely kept until the end the 
most important thing in connection with this 
strangely-found periodical. ‘The very first eager 
and feverish reading gave me an extraordinary 
shock, which actually threatened my reason ! 
In a prominent place in the journal I came 
across the following passage: “The Deputies of 
Alsace and Lorraine have refused to vote in the 
German Reichstag.” 

Now, naturally knowing nothing whatever of 
the sanguinary war of 1870, or of the altera- 
tions in the map of Europe which it entailed, 
this passage filled me with startled amazement. 
I read it over and over again, getting more 
bewildered each time. “The Deputies of 
Alsace and Lorraine have refused to vote in the 
German Reichstag!” ‘ But—good heavens !” 
I almost screamed to myself, ‘‘ wat 
were the Alsace and Lorraine Depu- 
ties doing in the German Parliament 
at allp” I turned the matter over 
and over in my mind, and at last, 
finding that I was getting worked 
up into a state of dangerous excite- 
ment, I threw the paper from me 
and walked away. I thought over 
the matter again, and so _ utterly 
incomprehensible did it appear to 
me that I thought I must be mis- 
taken — that my eyes must have 
deceived me. Accordingly I ran 
back and picked the paper up a 
second time, and there, sure enough, 
was the same passage. In vain did 
I seek for any sane explanation, and 
at last I somehow got it into my 
head that the appearance of the 
printed characters must be due to a 
kind of mental obliquity and that I 
myself must be rapidly going mad | 
Even Yamba could not sympathize 
with me, because the matter was one 
which I never could have made her understand. 
I tried to put this strange puzzle out of my 
head, but again and again the accursed and 
torturing passage would ring in my ears until I 
nearly went crazy. 
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It is not an exaggeration to describe 
my mountain home in the centre of 
the continent as a perfect paradise. 
The grasses and ferns grew to a prodigious 
height, and there were magnificent forests of 
white gum and eucalyptus. Down in the 
valley I built a spacious house—the largest 
the natives had ever seen. It was perhaps 
2oft. long, 16ft. to 18ft. wide, and about 
1oft. high. The interior was decorated with 
ferns, war implements, the skins of various 
animals, and last—but by no means least— 
the “sword” of the great sawfish I had killed 
in the haunted lagoon. ‘This house contained 
no fireplace, because all the cooking was done 
in the open air. The walls of the hut were 
built of rough logs, the crevices being filled in 
with earth taken from ant-hills. I have just 
said Z built the house. This is, perhaps, not 
strictly correct. It was Yamba and the other 
women-folk who actually carried out the work, 
under my supervision. Here it is necessary to 
explain that I did not dare even to cut down a 
tree, because such a proceeding would have 
been considered undignified on my part. I 
really did not want the house ; but, strangely 
enough, I felt much more comfortable when it 
was built and furnished, because, after all, 


A Perfect 
Paradise. 


it was a source of infinite satisfaction to me to 


“’ I THREW THE PAPER FROM ME. 


feel that I had a ome I could call my own. 

Gradually, then, I settled down and was made 
absolute chief over a tribe of perhaps five 
hundred souls. Besides this, my fame spread 
abroad into the surrounding country, and at 


every new moon I held a sort of informal 
reception, which was attended by deputations of 
tribesmen from hundreds of miles around. My 
own tribe already possessed a chieftain of their 
own, but my position was one of greater influ- 
ence even than his ; and I was appointed to it 
without having to undergo the painful and 
degrading ceremonies that initiation entails. My 
immunity in this respect was, of course, owing 
to my supposed great powers. I was always 
present at tribal and war councils, and also 
had some authority over other tribes. 
I adopted every device I could think 
viek®, of to make my dwelling home-like, 
Failure. and I even journeyed many miles in a 
N.N.E. direction, to procure cuttings 
of grape vines, but I must say that this at any 
rate was labour in vain, 
because I never improved 
upon the quality of the wild 
grapes, which had a sharp, 
acid flavour that affected the 
throat somewhat unpleasantly 
until one got used to them. 
And we had pets; 
Rueamed T -rémember {I once 

caught a live cocka- 
too, and trained-him to help 
me in my hunting expeditions. 
I taught him a few English 
phrases, such as “Good morn- 
ing,” and “How are you?” 
and he would perch himself 
on a tree and attract great 
numbers of his kind around 
him by his incessant chatter- 
ing. I would then knock over 
as many as I wanted by means 
of my bow and arrows. At 
this time, indeed, I had quite 
a menagerie of animals, in- 
cluding a tame kangaroo. 
Naturally enough, I had ample 
leisure to study the ethnology 
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however, does not necessarily descend from 
mother to daughter, it being only women 
credited with supernatural powers who can 
claim the position. 

After the great corroboree the people would 
squat on the ground, the old men and warriors 
being in front, the women behind, and the 
children behind them ; the whole congregation 
being arranged in the form of a crescent, in the 
centre of which a large fire would be set burning. 
Some of the warriors would then start chanting, 
and their monotonous sing-song would presently 
be taken up by the rest of the gathering, to the 
accompaniment of much swaying of heads and 
beating of hands and thighs. The young 
warriors then went out into the open and 
commenced to dance. 

I may as well de- 

Brdmar=” scribe in detail the 
Festival. first of these extra- 

ordinary festivals 

which I witnessed. The men 
chanted and danced them- 
selves into a perfect frenzy, 
which was. still further  in- 
creased by the appearance of 
three or four witches who 
suddenly rose up before the 
fire. They were very old and 
haggard - looking creatures, 
with skins like — shrivelled 
parchment ; they had scanty, 
dishevelled hair, and piercing, 
beady eyes. They were not 
ornamented in any way, and 
they seemed more like skele- 
tons from a tomb than human 
beings. After they had gyrated 
wildly round the fire for a 
short time, the chant sud- 
denly ceased, and the witches 
fell prostrate upon the ground, 
calling out as they did so the 
names of some departed 


of my people. I soon made “1 TAUGHT HIM A FEW ENGLISH PHRASES.” chiefs. A deathly silence 


the discovery that my blacks 

were intensely spiritualistic, and that once a year 
they held a festival which, when described, will, I 
am afraid, tax the credulity of my readers. The 
festival I refer to was held “when the sun was 
born again,” ze. about New Years Day. On 
these occasions the adult warriors from far and 
near assembled at a certain spot, and after a 
course of festivities, they sat down to an extra- 
ordinary séance conducted by women—very 
old, wizened witches—who apparently possessed 
occult powers, and were held in great venera- 
tion. ‘These witches are usually maintained at 
the expense of the tribe. The office of witch, 


then fell on the assembled 
gathering, and all eyes were turned to the 
wreaths of smoke that were ascending towards 
the evening sky. The witches presently 
renewed their plaintive cries and exhortations, 
and at length I was amazed to see strange 
shadowy forms shaping themselves in the 
smoke. At first they were not very distinct, 
but gradually they assumed the form of 
human beings, and then the blacks readily 
recognised them as one or other of their long- 
departed chiefs — estimable men always and 
great fighters. ; 
Now the first two or three times I saw this 
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weird and fantastic ceremony, I thought the 
apparitions were the result of mere trickery. 
But when I saw them year’ after 
year for almost a generation, I came 
to the conclusion that they must be 
placed in the category of those things 
which are beyond the ken of our philosophy. I 
might say that no one was allowed to approach 
sufficiently close to touch the “ghosts,” if such 
they can be termed; and probably even if 
permission had been granted, the blacks would 
be in too great a state of terror to have availed 
themselves of it. | 

Each of these séances lasted twenty minutes 
or half an hour, and were mainly conducted in 
silence. Whilst the apparitions were visible, 
the witches remained prostrate, and the people 
looked on quite spellbound. Gradually the 
spirits would melt away again in the smoke, 
and vanish from sight, after which the assembly 
would disperse in silence, and by next morning 
all the invited blacks would have 


My Theory 
of the 
“Ghosts.” 
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home,” or “my country.” I did not attempt 
to distinguish between France or Switzerland, 
England or America. Curiously enough, the 
subject that interested them most was the 
animal kingdom, and when I told them that I 
hoped some day to take them away with me 
to see my great country, and the animals it 
contained, they were immensely delighted. 
Particularly they wanted to see the horse, the 
lion, and the elephant. ‘Taking a yam-stick as 
pointer, I would often draw roughly in the 
sand almost every animal in Nature. But even 
when these rough designs were made for my 
admiring audience, I found it extremely 
difficult to convey an idea of that part in 
the economy of Nature which each creature 
played. I would tell them, however, that the 
horse was used for fighting purposes and for 
travel, that the cow yielded food and drink, 
and that the dogs drew sledges. It was abso- 


lutely necessary to dwell only on the utilitarian 


gone off to their respective homes. 
The witches, as I afterwards learnt, 
lived alone in caves ; and that they 
possessed wonderful powers of pro- 
phecy was evidenced in my own 
case, because they told me when I 
came among them that I would 
sul be many years with their people, 
but that I would eventually return 
to my own kind. The warriors, 
too, invariably consulted these 
oracles before departing on hunting 
or fighting expeditions, and _reli- 
giously followed their advice. 

My two children were a source 
of great delight to me at this time, 
although of course they were half- 
castes, the colour of their skin 
being very little different from that 
of their mother. The whiteness 
of their hands and _ finger - nails, 
however, clearly indicated their 
origin. They were not christened 
in the Christian way, but neither were they 
brought up exactly in the same way as the 
native children. 

I taught them English. I loved them 
A Teoticn. very dearly, and used to make for 

them a variety of gold ornaments, such 
as bangles and armlets. ‘They did not partici- 
pate. in all the rough games of the black 
children, yet they were very popular, having 
winning manners, and being very quick to 
learn. I often told them about my life in other 
parts of the world, but whenever I spoke of 
civilization, I classed all the nations of the 


universe together, and referred to them as “ my 
Vol. iii. —2. 


I WOULD OFTEN DRAW ROUGHLY IN THE SAND WITH A YAM-STICK.’ 


side of things. Both children eventually died 
from a kind of fever about the year 1891 
or 1892. Only the girl was initiated, the 
boy dying before his initiation ceremony was 
due. Both of my children were very proud 
of my position among and influence over the 
blacks. 

And really I looked like a_ black 
Myself 28 myself at this time—-not so much on 

account of exposure, as because my 
body was constantly coated with the charcoal 
and grease which serve as a protection from 
the weather and from insects. My children, 
you may be interested to learn, never grasped 
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the fact that my exile. was other than quite 
voluntary on my part. 

The children of the blacks, by the way, con- 
tinued to interest me as much as ever (I was 
always fond of children), and I never grew tired 
of watching them at their quaint little games. 
I think they all loved me as much as I did 
them, and I was glad to see that their lives were 
one long dream of happiness. ‘They had no 
school to attend, no work to perform, and no 
punishment to suffer. There are no children 
like the children of the bush for perfect 
contentment. They seldom or never quar- 
relled, and all day long they were playing 
happily about the camp, practising throwing 
their reed _ spears, 
climbing the trees 
after the honey-pods, 
and indulging in a 
thousand and one 
merry pranks. Often 
and often I looked 
at those robust little 
rascals, and com- 
pared them sadly 
with my own chil- 
dren, who were so 
delicate from the 
very first and who 
caused me so much 
anxiety and_heart- 
ache. 

When the com- 
bination of circum- 
stances which are 
now well known to 
my readers- caused 
me to settle down 
in my mountain 
home, two or three 
hundred miles to 
the north of Gib- 
SOnGSmml) Cacti aut 
had no idea* that 
I should remain 
there -for many 
years. 

But strangely enough, as year after 

Coriant, year slipped by, the desire to return to 

civilization seemed to leave me, and 
I was quite content with my lot. Gradually I 
began to feel that if civilization—represented, 
say, by a large caravan—were to. come to me, 
and its leader was willing not merely to take me 
away, but my wife and children also, then 
indeed I would consent to go; but on no con- 
sideration could I be induced to leave those 
who were now so near and dear to me. I may 
as well mention here that I had many chances 
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*““A GREAT DARKNESS CAME OVER THE FACE OF NATURE.” 


of returning alone to civilization, but I never 
availed myself of them. As I spent the greater 
part of twenty years in my mountain home, it 
stands to reason that it is this part of my career 
which I consult for curious and remarkable 
incidents. 

One day a great darkness suddenly came 
over the face of Nature. The sombre gloom 
was relieved only by a strange lurid glare, that 
hung on the distant 
horizon far away 
across that weird 
land. The air was 
soon filled with 
fine ashes, which 
descended in such 
quantities as to 
cover all vegetation, 
and completely hide 
all exposed  water- 
holes and lagoons. 
Even at the time I 
attributed the phe- 
nomenon to volcanic 
disturbance, and I 
have since found by 
inquiries that it was 
most likely due to 
an eruption of the 
volcano of Kra- 
katoa. ‘This visita- 
tion occasioned very 
great consternation 
among the: super- 
stitious blacks, who 
concluded that. the 
spirits had been 
angered by some of 
their own misdeeds, 
and were manifest- 
ing their wrath in 
this unpleasant way. 
I did not attempt 
to enlighten them 
as to its true cause, 
but gave them to: 
understand vaguely | 
that I had something to do with it. I also told 
them that the great spirit, whose representative 
I was, was burning up the land. 

Another phenomenon that caused 

Uniwn Much mystification and terror was the 
Terror.” eclipse of the, sun. iNeVvermela cum, 
have I seen my blacks in such a state 

of excitement and terror as when that intense - 
darkness came suddenly over the world at. 
midday. They came crowding instinctively to 
me, and I stood silent among the cowering 
creatures, not thinking it politic for a moment 


to break the strange and appalling stillness 
that prevailed on every hand, and which extended 
even to the animal world. The trembling blacks 
were convinced that night had _ suddenly 
descended upon them, and they had no explana- 
tion whatever to offer. They seemed quite 
unfamiliar with the phenomenon, and it was 
apparently zo¢ one of those many things which 
their forefathers wove superstitious stories 
around, to hand.down to their children. As the 
great darkness continued, the natives retired to 
rest, without even holding the usual evening 
chant. I did not attempt to explain the real 
reason of the phenomenon to them, but as I 
had no particular end to serve then, I did not 
tell them that it was due to my power. 

Never once, you see, did I lose an opportunity 
of impressing the savages, among whom I 
dwelt. On several occasions, having all the 
ingredients at my disposal, I attempted to make 
gunpowder, but truth to tell, my experiments 
were not attended with very great success. I 
had charcoal, saltpetre, and sulphur ready to my 
hand, and all obtainable from natural sources 
close by; but the result of all my efforts—and 
I tried mixing the ingredients in every conceiv- 
able way—was a very coarse kind of powder 
possessed of practically no explosive force, but 
which would go off with an absurd “ puff.” 

I was very anxious to make an explosive 
Manufac- powder, however, not merely because 
Gunpowder.it would assist me in impressing the 

blacks, but also be- 
cause I proposed carrying out 
certain blasting operations in 
order to obtain minerals and 
stones which I thought would 
be® usetul Ase bhesnet result 
was that although I could not 
manufacture any potent ex- 
plosive, yet I did succeed in 
arousing the intense curiosity 
of the blacks. My powder 
burnt without noise, and the 
natives could never quite 
make out where the flame 
came from. 

As there seemed to be 
never-ending eagerness 
Cree thers part.s-ofs the 
blacks to witness the 
wonders of the white 
man, I even tried my 
hand at making ice—a_ = 
commodity which is, of : 
course, absolutely un- @®< 
known in these regions. = > 
The idea came to me 
one day when I found 


a 
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myself in a very cool cave, in which there 
was a well of surprisingly cold water. Accord- 
ingly, I filled some opossum skins with the 
refreshing fluid, placed them in the coolest 
part of the cave, and then covered them with 
saltpetre, of which there was an abundance. 
When Tf tell you that the experiment was 
quite fruitless, you will readily understand 
that I did not always succeed in my role 
of wonder-worker. Whenever I was defeated, 
however, it only had the effect of making me 
set my wits to work to devise something 
still more wonderful, and which I was certain 
would be an assured success. Whilst taking a 
stroll in the region of my mountain home one 
day, my eyes—which were by this time almost 
as highly trained as those of the blacks them- 
selves—suddenly fastened upon a thin stream 
of some greenish fluid which was apparently 
oozing out of the rocky ground. Closer investi- 
gation proved that this was not water. I 
collected a quantity of it in a kangaroo skin, 
but this took a considerable time, because the 
liquid oozed very slowly. 

I would not have taken this trouble 
A Curious were it not that I was pretty certain 

I had discovered a spring of crude petro- 
Jexm. Immediately, and by a kind of instinct, 
it occurred to me that I might make use of this 
oil as yet another means of impressing the blacks 
with my magical powers. Of course I told no 
one of my discovery, not'even Yamba. First of all 
I constructed a 
sort of raft from 
the branches of 
trees, saturating 
each branch 
with the oil. I 
also placed a 
shallow skin re- 
servolr of oil 
on the upper 


““T HAD DISCOVERED A SPRING OF CRUDE PETROLEUM, 
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end of the raft, and concealed it with twigs 
and leaves. ‘This done, I launched my interest- 
ing craft on the waters of the lagoon, having 
so far carried out all my preparations in the 
strictest secrecy. When everything was ready 
I sent out invitations by mail men, smoke-signals, 
and message sticks to the tribes far and near to 
come and see; me set fire to the water! In 
parentheses, I may-remark that, with regard to 
smoke-signals, white smoke only is allowed to 
ascend in wreaths and curls, whilst black smoke 
is sent up in one great volume. As by this time 
my fame was pretty well established, the wonder- 
loving children of Nature lost no time in re- 
sponding to the summons, and at length, when 
the mystic glow of a Central Australian evening 
had settled over the scene, a great gathering had 
established itself on the shores of the lagoon. 
On such occasions, however, I always saw to it 
that my audience were.not too near. At the 


the white man among them was indeed a great 
and powerful spirit. 

But, human nature being fundamentally the 
same all the world over, it was natural enough 
—and, indeed, the wonder is how I escaped so 
long—that one or other of the tribal medicine 
men should get jealous of my power and seek 
to overthrow me. Now, the medicine man 
belonging to the tribe in my mountain home 
presently found himself, or fancied himself, 
under a cloud, the reason, of course, being that 
my display of wonders far transcended anything 
he himself could do. The ultimate result of 


‘this state of things was that my rival commenced 


an insidious campaign against me, trying to 
explain away every wonderful thing that I 
did, and assuring the blacks that -if I were 
a spirit at all it was certainly a spirit of evil. 
He never once lost an opportunity of throwing 
discredit and ridicule upon me and my powers, 


c¢ 


same time there was little chance of failure, 
because the blacks had long since grown to 
believe in me blindly and implicitly. 

With much ceremony I set fire to the 
MRatt,’ Taft, hoisted a little bark saik.upon it, 

and pushed it off. It lay very low in 
the water, and as the amazed onlookers saw it 
gliding across the placid waters of the lagoon 
enveloped in smoke and flames, they did 
actually believe that I had set fire to the water 
itself. They remained watching the blazing 
raft till the fire died down, when they retired to 
their own homes, more convinced than ever that 


THEY DID ACTUALLY BELIEVE I HAD SET FIRE TO THE WATER ITSELF.” 


and at length I discerned symptoms in the tribe 
which rendered it imperatively necessary that I 
should take immediate and drastic steps to 
overthrow my rival, who, by the way, had 
commenced trying to duplicate every one of my 
tricks or feats. I gave the matter some little 
thought, and one day, whilst out on one of my 
usual solitary rambles, I came across a curious 
natural feature which suggested to me a novel 
and, I venture to say, remarkable solution of a 
very serious subject. 

I suddenly stood on the brink of a 


of Snakes, peculiar basin-like depression. which. 
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from its obvious dampness and profusion of 


bush and cover, I at once recognised as the 
ideal abode of innumerable snakes. I marked 
the spot in my mind and returned home, ponder- 
ing the details of the dramatic victory I hoped 
to win. Day by day I returned to this depression 
and caught numerous black and carpet snakes. 
From each one of 
these dangerous and 
poisonous reptiles I 
removed the poison 
fangs only, and 
then, after scoring it 
with a cross by 
means of my stiletto, 
I let it go, knowing 
fidizwellethaterit 
would never leave a 
spot so ideal—from 
a snake’s point of 
view. I operated on 
a great number of 
-the deadly reptiles 
in this way, but, of 
COVES oe tiercer és 
mained many which 
were not so treated, 
whilst several of my 
queer patients died 
outright under the 
operation. Needless 
to say, I might have 
met my own death 
in this extraordinary 
business had I not 
been assisted by my 
devoted wife. When we had finished our work, 
there was absolutely nothing in the appearance 
of the place to indicate that it was any different 
from what it was when I first cast my eyes 
upon it. 

Then, all being ready, I chose a specially 
dramatic moment at a corroboree to challenge 
my rival in a war song, this challenge being sub- 
stantially as follows: ‘‘ You tell the people that 
you are as great as I—the all-powerful white 
spiritman. Well, now, I offer you a formal 
challenge to perform the feat which I shall 
perform on a certain day and at a certain spot.” 
The day was the very next day, and the spot, 
of course, the scene of my strange surgical 
Operations upon the snakes. ‘The effect of my 
challenge was magical. 

The jealous medicine man, boldly and 

Dangerous Openly challenged before the whole 
Enemy- tribe, had no time to make up an 
evasive reply, and he accepted then 

and there. Urgent messages were dispatched, 
by the fun-loving blacks, to tribes both far and 
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near. It was about midday when the ridge was 
crowded with expectant blacks, every one of 
whom dearly loved a contest or competition of 
any kind. Iwas brilliant with zebra-like decora- 
tive markings befitting the great occasion. I lost 
no time—for in love or war shilly-shallying is un- 
known among the blacks—but boldly leaped 
down into the hollow 
armed only with a 
stick and a reed 
whistle, which I had 
made-foreanyselt 
solely with the view 
of centicing= >the 
snakes from their 
holes. I cast a tri- 
umphant glance at 
my impassive rival, 
WiLOse pit Oust iis 
moment, had _ not 
the faintest idea 
what the proposed 
ordeal was. I com- 
menced to play as 
lively a tune as the 
limited, number of 
notes in the whistle 
would allow, and 
before I had been 
playing a minute the 
snakes came gliding 
out, swinging their 
heads, backwards 
I and forwards and 
from side to side as 
though they were 
under a spell. Selecting a huge black snake, 
who bore unobtrusively my safety mark, I 
pounced down upon him and presented my 
bare arm. After teasing the reptile two or 
three times I allowed him to strike his teeth 
deep into my flesh, and immediately the 
blood began to.run. I also permitted several 
other fangless snakes to bite me until my arms 
and legs—and, indeed, most of my body—were 
covered with blood. Personally, I did not feel 
much the worse, as the bites were mere punc- 
tures, and I knew the selected reptiles to be 
quite innecuous. Several “ unmarked” snakes, 
however, manifested an eager desire to join, in 
the fun, and I had some difficulty in escaping 
their attentions. I had to wave them aside 
with the stick. 

All this time the blacks above me 
AnExciting were yelling with excitement, and I 

am) under the impression that several 
were lamenting my madness, whilst others were 
turning angrily upon my rival, and accusing him 
of having brought about my death. At a 
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favourable moment I rushed up the ridge of 
the hollow and stood before the horrified 
medicine man, who, in response to my 
triumphant demand to go and do likewise, 
returned a feeble and tremulous negative. Even 
he, I think, was now sincerely convinced that I 
was possessed of superhuman powers; but it 
would have been awkward had he come along 
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nominated instead a youth I had trained for the 
position. It may be necessary here to remark 
that the blacks, under no circumstances, kill a 
medicine man. My defeated rival was a man 
of very considerable power, and I knew quite 
well that if I did not get the best of him he 
would have me driven out of the tribe and 
perhaps speared. 


ce 


when I was laboriously and _ surreptitiously 
extracting the poison fangs from the snakes and 
placing my “hall mark” upon them. 

His refusal cost him his prestige, and he was 
forthwith driven from the tribe as a fraud, whilst 
my fame rose higher than ever. The blacks 
now wished me to take over the office of 
medicine man, but I declined to do so, and 


I PERMITTED SEVERAL OTHER FANGLESS SNAKES TO BITE ME.” 


Mention of the snake incident reminds 

Bsgueer me of a very peculiar and interesting 
sport which the blacks indulge in. I 

refer to fights between snakes: and iguanas. 
These combats certainly afford very fine sport. 
The two creatures are always at mortal enmity 
with one another, but as a rule the iguana com- 
mences the attack, no matter how much bigger 
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the snake may be than himself, or whether it is 
poisonous or not. I have seen iguanas attack 
black snakes from 6ft. to roft. in length, whilst 
they themselves rarely measured more than 3ft. 
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then advance slowly towards its opponent and 
attempt to strike, but, as a rule, the big one 
crushes it before it can do any harm. I had 
often heard of the joke about two snakes of 


THE BEGINNING OF THE COMBAT--SNAKE V. IGUANA. 


or 4ft. As a rule the iguana makes a snapping 
bite at the snake a few inches below its head, 
and the latter instantly retaliates by striking its 
enemy with its poisonous fangs. Then an 
extraordinary thing happens. ‘The iguana will 
let go his hold and straightway make for a kind 
of fern, which he eats in considerable quantities, 
the object of this being to counteract the effects 
of the poison. When he thinks he has had 
enough of the antidote he rushes back to the 
scene of the encounter and resumes the attack ; 
the snake always waiting there for him. Again 
and again the snake bites the iguana, and a 
often the latter has recourse to the counteracting 
-influences of the antidote. The fight may last 
for upwards of an hour, but eventually the iguana 
conquers. The final struggle is most exciting. 
The iguana seizes hold of the snake five or six 
inches below the head, and this time refuses to 
let go his hold, no matter how much the snake 
may struggle and enwrap him in its coils. Over 
and over roll the combatants, but the grip of the 
iguana is relentless; and the struggles of the 
snake grow weaker, until at length he is stretched 
out dead. Then the triumphant iguana steals 
slowly away. 
The spectators would never dream of 
Respect for killing him, partly on account of their 
admiration for his prowess, but more 
particularly because his flesh is tainted with poison 
from the repeated snake bites. These curious 
fights generally take place near water-holes. 

I have also seen remarkable combats between 
snakes of various species and sizes. A small 
snake will always respond to the challenge of a 
much larger one, this challenge taking the form 
of rearing up and hissing. ‘The little snake will 


( To be continued. s) 


equal size trying to swallow one another, and 
was, therefore, the more interested when I came 
across this identical situation in real life. One 
day, right in my track, lay two very. large snakes 
which had evidently been engaged in a very 


“' THE GRIP OF THE IGUANA IS RELENTLESS.” 


serious encounter, and the victor had com- 
menced swallowing his exhausted adversary. 
He had disposed of some three or four feet of 
that adversary’s length when I arrived on the 
scene, and was evidently resting before taking 
in the rest. I easily made prisoners of both. 


The Holy Week Procession in Seville. 


By HERBERT VIVIAN, 


A vivid and striking glimpse of religious fervour in the glowing South. All about the remarkable 
Holy Week Procession in Seville, with impressive photographs from our own commissioner. 


4] EITHER puritanism nor iconoclasm 
are intended when I say that Seville 
is the home of dramatic religion, on 
s| a scale no less striking and elaborate 
~than the worship of the old classical 
deities, which depended above all on amusing 
and interesting the masses. The piety and 
fervour of Seville are altogether amazing to 
the Protestant mind. As an instance of the 
religious zeal which obtains at Seville, I may 
mention that the newspapers there devote nearly 
half a column every day to the various ecclesi- 
astical functions. Religion in Seville is not a 
mere outward form, but a vital part of the daily 
life of the people. 

All the innumerable feasts of the Church are 
zealously observed in Spain, but the Holy Week 
processions at Seville are certainly the most 
elaborate expression of Christian ritual to be 
found anywhere in the world. Therefore, it is 
easy to understand that they should attract 


countless visitors from every part of the world 
year after year, and that prices should be 
doubled or even trebled, and that the whole 
population should abandon itself to what may 
almost be described as a perfect carnival of 
religious enthusiasm. 

The processions were originally started in the 
Middle Ages by a number of religious confra- 
ternities. | Like political and other societies, 
the confraternities stimulate the zeal of their 
members by allowing them to dress up in a 
striking. manner, and by conferring upon them 
all kinds of fine-sounding titles. They appeal 
also to the sense of mystery as well as to 
that of display. In old times the show was 
often grotesque. Christ would be represented 


as a medieval courtier with a wig, sword, 


and knee-breeches, or the Virgin would 
appear as a stage marionette of the rudest 
design—that is, of course, judged from our 
standpoint. Now, however, everything is artistic 


“Vor a) THE GREAT PROCESSION PASSING THROUGH THE PLAZA DE SAN FRANCISCO. [Photo. 
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The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont.” 


As TOLD 


HIMSELF. 


THE WIDE WorRLD is a Magazine started with the avowed intention of publishing true stories of actual experiences 


and avoiding fiction. 
the true account of the life of the author. 
among the savages, as stated. 
never contradicted himself once. 


publish it as a true narrative; but only as it is given to us | 


believe as much or as little as they please. 


‘©The Adventures of Louis De Rougemont” were commenced under the belief that they were 
It now turns out that it is not possible for him to have been thirty years 
His story was told in these offices over a period of several months, during which time he 
But, after what has transpired, we wish it to be distinctly understood that we do not 
yy the author, leaving it to the members of the public to 
It is admitted that portions of the story are founded on his experiences. 


In any case, the story is so crowded with vivid, graphic, and consistent details, that it marks its author, if not a speaker 
of the truth, at least as a master of fiction who has had no equal in our language since Defoe ; so that, even if the story 


is an invention, it is one which cannot fail to excite the 
keenly disappointed if they were not allowed the opportun1 


of the narrative. 


deepest interest, and we are sure that our readers would be 
ty of hearing the extraordinary developments and termination 
We may conclude, in the witty lines of the World :— 

b) < 


“Truth is stranger than Fiction,” 
2) aioe = 
3ut De Rougemont is stranger than both. 


7 OT long after this incident a delusive 
hope was held out to me that I 
might be able to return to civiliza- 
tion. News was brought one day 
that the tracks of some strange and 
hitherto unknown animals had been found to 
the north, and, accompanied by Yamba, I went 
off to inspect them. I found that they were 
camel tracks for the second time, and as Yamba 
informed me that, from the appearance of the 
trail, there was no one with them, I concluded 
that in all probability the creatures were wild, 
having long ago belonged to some exploring 
party which had come to grief. 

“Here at length,” I thought, “is the 
means of returning to civilization. If I 
can only reach these creatures—and 
why should I not with so much assistance at my 
disposal ?—I will break them in and then strike 
south across the deserts with my wife and family.” 
Ieteturned sta. tic 
camp, and taking 
with me a_ party 
of the most in- 
telligent tribesmen 
I set off again 
Attem athe. wild 
camels ; and when 
we had-beéen 
several days con- 
tinuously tracking 
we came up with 
the beasts. ‘There 
were four of them 
altogether, and 
right wild and 
vicious-looking 
brutes they were. 

Vol. iii.—15. 


A Vain 
Hope. 
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They marched close together in a band, and 
never parted company. ' The moment I and 
my men tried to separate them and head them 
off, the leader would swoop down upon us 
with open mouth, and the result of this 
appalling apparition was that my black assis- 
tants fled precipitately. Alone I followed 
these camels for several days in the hope of 
being able ultimately to drive them into some 
ravine, where I thought I might possibly bring 
them to a state of subjection by systematic 
starvation. But it was a vain effort on my part. 
The camels kept in the track of the water- 
holes, and wandered on from one to the other 
at considerable speed. 
At length I abandoned hope alto- 
Dish rent-Bether, though not without a feeling 
ment. of sore disappointment as I watched 
the curious, ungainly creatures dis- 
appearing over the brow of a sand-hill. Of 
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course I took good care not to tell any of the 
natives the real reason of my desire to possess a 
camel, though I did try to explain to them some 
of the uses to which the people in other parts 
of the world put these wonderful animals. 

A very strange experience befell Yamba not 
long after I had settled down among the blacks 
in my mountain home, and it serves to illustrate 
the strictness with which the laws against poach- 
ing are observed. You may have noticed, by 
the way, that I have not dealt at any great 
length with details referring to laws, manners, 
customs, and tribal observances, for these will 
ultimately appear in an appendix to my book. But 
the incident I am about to relate concerned me 
very nearly, and might have cost me my life as 
well as my wife. Well, it happened that Yamba 
and I were returning from one of the many 
‘‘walk-abouts” which we were constantly under- 
taking together and with natives, and which 
sometimes extended over several weeks and even 
months. We had pitched our camp for the 
afternoon, and Yamba went off, as usual, in search 
of roots and game for the evening meal. She 
had been gone some little time when suddenly 
I heard her well-known cooey, and knowing 
that she must be in trouble of some kind I 
immediately grasped my weapons and went off 
to her rescue, guiding myself by her tracks. 

A quarter of a mile away I came upon 
Amazing 4 scene that filled me with amazement. 
Scenes ‘There was VYamba—surely the most 
devoted wife a man, civilized or savage, 
ever had—struggling in the midst of quite a 
crowd of blacks, who were yelling and trying 
forcibly to drag her 
away. At once I saw 
what had happened. 
Yamba had been 
hunting for roots over 
the boundary of terri- 
tory belonging to a 
tribe with whom we 
had not yet made 
friends, and as she 
had plainly been 
guilty of the great 
crime of trespass she 
was, according to 
inviolable native law, 
confiscated by those 
who had _ detected 
her. I rushed up 
to the blacks and 
began to remons- 
trate with them in 
their own tongue, 
but they were both 
iwuculéent®and 
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obstinate, and refused to release my now 
weeping and terrified Yamba. At last we 
effected a compromise, I agreeing to accompany 
the party back to their encampment with their 
captive and have the matter settled there by the 
chief. Fortunately we had not many miles to 
march, but, as I anticipated, the chief took the 
side of his own warriors, and promptly declared 
that he would appropriate Yamba for himself. 
I explained to him, but in vain, that my wife’s 
trespass was committed all unknowingly, and 
that had I known his tribe were encamped in 
that district I would have come immediately 
and stayed with them a few nights. 
As showing what a remarkable person 
ARemeT*- IT was, [ went through part of my 
Person. acrobatic repertoire; and even my 
poor eager Bruno, who _ evidently 
scented trouble, began on his own account to 
give a hurried and imperfect show. He stood 
on his head and tumbled «backwards and for- 
wards in a very loose and unscientific manner, 
barking and yelling all the while. 

I do not know whether the wily chief had 
made up his mind to see more of us or not; but 
at any rate he looked at me very fiercely as 
though determined to carry his point, and then 
replied that there was but one law, which was 
that Yamba should be confiscated for poaching, 
whether the crime was intentional or not on her 
part. So emphatically was this said that I 
began to think I had really lost my faithful com- 
panion for ever. As this awful thought grew 
upon me, and as I pondered over the terrible 
past, I made up my mind that if necessary I 
would lose my own 
life in her defence, 
and to this end I 
adopted a very 
haughty attitude, 
which caused the 
chief suddenly to dis- 
cover a_ kind of by- 
law to the effect that 
in such events as 
these the nearest 
relative of the pri- 
soner may win her 
back by fighting for 
her. This, of course, 
was above all things 
what I wanted, par- 
ticularly as the old 
chief had not seen 
me use my wonder- 
ful weapons. And 
as I felt certain he 
would choose throw- 
ing spears, I knew 
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that victory was mine. He selected, with a 
critical eye, three well-made spears, whilst I 
chose three of my arrows, which I purposely 
brandished aloft, so as to give my opponent the 
impression that they were actually small spears, 
and were to be thrown, as such, javelin-fashion. 
The old chief and his blacks laughed heartily 
and pityingly at this exhibition, and ridiculed 
the idea that I could do any damage with such 
toy weapons. 

The demeanour of the chief himself 
A Strange was eloquent of the good-humoured 

contempt in ‘which he held his 
antagonist; and a distance of twenty paces 
having been measured out, we took our places 
and prepared for the dramatic encounter, upon 
which depended something more precious to me 
even than my own life, Although outwardly 
cool and even haughty, I was really in a state of 
most terrible anxiety. I fixed my eyes intently 
upon the spare but sinewy chief, and without 
moving a muscle I allowed 
him to throw his spears first. 
The formidable weapons came 
whizzing through the air with 
extraordinary rapidity one after 
the other, but long experience 
of the weapon and my own 
nimbleness enabled me_ to 
avoid all three, notwithstand- 
ing the precision and rapidity 
with which they followed one 
another. But no sooner had I 
stepped back into position for 
the third time than, with light- 
ning dexterity, I unslung my 
bow and let fly at my antagonist 
an arrow which I had pur- 
posely made heavier than usual 
by weighting it with fully an 
ounce of gold. Naturally he 
failed to see the little feathered 
shaft approach, and it pierced 
him right in the fleshy part 
of the left thigh, exactly 
where I intended. The chief leapt from the 
ground more in surprise than pain, as though 
suddenly possessed by an evil spirit. His 
warriors, too, were vastly impressed. As blood 
was drawn in this way, honour and the law 
were alike supposed to be satisfied. Yamba was 
immediately restored to me, trembling and half 
afraid to credit her own joyful senses. My 
readers will, perhaps, wonder why these cannibal 
savages did not go back on their bargain and 
refuse to give Yamba up, even after I had 
vanquished their chief in fair fight; but the 
honourable course they adopted is attributable 
solely to their own innate sense of fair play 
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and their admiration for superior prowess and 
skill. 

Why, when the chief had recovered 
oppoxent from his astonishment he came up to 
Greets Mee me, and greeted me warmly without 

even taking the trouble to remove my 
arrow from his bleeding thigh! We became 
the very best of friends, and Yamba and I 
stayed with him for some days as his guests. 
When at length we were obliged to leave he 
gave me quite an imposing escort, as though I 
were a powerful friendly chief, who had done 
him a great service. 

The question may be asked whether I ever 
tried to tell my cannibals about the outside 
world. My answer is that I only told them 
just so much as I thought their childish 
imaginations would grasp. Had I told them 
more, I would simply have puzzled them, 
and what they do not understand they are 
apt to suspect. 


‘““>He FEATHERED SHAFT PIERCED HIM IN THE FLESHY PART OF THE LEFT THIGH.” 


Thus, when I showed them pictures of 
Explain horse-races and sheep farms in the 

copy of the Sydney TZown and 
Country Journal which I had picked up, I was 
obliged to tell them that horses were usea only 
in warfare, whilst sheep were used only as food. 
Had I spoken about horses as beasts of burden, 
and told them what was done with the wool of 
the sheep, they would have been quite unable 
to grasp my meaning, and so I should have 
done more harm than good. They had ideas of 
their own about astronomy, the fundamental 
“fact” being that the earth was perfectly flat, 
the sky being propped up by poles placed at 
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the edges, and kept upright by the spirits of the 
departed, who, so the medicine man said, were 
constantly being sent offerings of food and 
drink. The Milky Way was a kind of Paradise 
of souls, whilst the sun was all in all. to the 
whole creation. 

I had often puzzled my brain for some 
method whereby I could convey to these 
savages some idea of the magnitude of the 
British Empire. I always had the SG7rztish 
Empire in my mind, not only because my 
sympathies inclined that way, but also because 
I knew that the first friends to receive me on 
my return to civilization must necessarily be 
British. Over and over again did J tell the 
childish savages grouped around me what a 
mighty ruler was the Sovereign of the British 
Empire, which covered the 
whole world. Also how that 
Sovereign had sent me asa 
special ambassador to them- 
selves to describe to them 
the greatness of the ‘nation 
of which they formed part. 
Thus you will observe I 
never let my blacks suspect 
I was a mere unfortunate 
cast into their midst by a 
series of strange chances. 
I mentioned the whole 
world because nothing less 
than this would have done. 
Had I endeavoured to dis- 
tinguish between the British 
Empire and, say, the Ger- 
man, I should have again 
got beyond my hearers’ 
depth, so to speak, and in- 
volved myself in difficulties. 

Half instinc- 
eer tively, but 
eee ee WiLhOUUeO- 

tive, -L* re- 
frained from mention- 
ing that the ruler of 
the British Empire was 
a woman, but _ this 
admission dropped 
from me _ accidentally 
one day, and. then— 
what a falling off was 
there! I instantly re- 
cognised the mistake I 
had made from the con- 
temptuous glances of my blacks, and although I 
hastened to say that she was a mighty chieftainess, 
upon whose dominions the sun never sets, and 
that she was actually the direct ruler of the blacks 
themselves, they repudiated her with scorn, and 
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contemned me for singing the praises of a mere 
woman. I had to let this unfortunate matter 
drop for a time, but the subject was ever present 
in my mind, and I wondered how I could 
retrieve my position without eating my words. 
At length one day Yamba and I came across a 
curious rugged limestone region, which was full 
of caves. Whilst exploring these we came upon 
a huge, flat, precipitous surface of rock, and 
then—how or why, I know not—the idea sud- 
denly occurred .to me to draw a gigantic portrait 
of Her Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria. 
At this period, I should mention, I was a 
recognised. chief, and_ periodically — once 
every new moon—I would give a kind of 
reception to my people, and also to the neigh- 
bouring tribes. At this interesting function 
I would always contrive to 
have some new wonder to 
unfold. My visitors never 
outstayed their welcome, 
and I always managed to 
have an abundance of food 
for them. 
Well, I came upon 
De ptee the cave region a 
few weeks after 
my unfortunate blunder 
about the Queen, and 1 
determined to have my 
great portrait ready for the 
next reception day. ‘Taking 
some blocks of stone of 
handy size, I first wetted 
the surface of the rock and 
then commenced to rub it, 
until I had a pretty smooth 
face to work upon. ‘This 
took some time, but whilst 
I was doing it Yamba got 
ready the necessary charcoal 
sticks and pigments such as 
the blacks decorate them- 
selves with at corroborees. I 
had a slight knowledge of 
drawing, and climbing up 
on some projecting stones 
I commenced to draw in 
bold, sweeping outline what 
I venture to describe as the 
most extraordinary portrait 
of ‘Owéeen Vietorravon 
record. ‘The figure, which 
was in profile, was perhaps 
7ft. or 8ft. high, and of more than equally 
extravagant proportions in other respects. Of 
course, the figure had to be represented entirely 
without clothing, otherwise the blacks would 
simply have been puzzled. Now to describe 
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the portrait as much in detail as I dare. The 
crown was composed of rare feathers such as 
only a redoubtable and cunning hunter could 
obtain ; and it included feathers of the lyre bird 
and emu. ‘The sceptre was a stupendous 
gnarled waddy or club, such as could be used 
with fearful execution amongst one’s enemies. 
The nose was very large, because this among 
the blacks indicates great endurance; whilst 
the biceps were abnormally developed. In fact, 
I gave Her Majesty as much muscle as would 
serve for half-a-dozen professional pugilists or 
strong men. The stomach was much distended, 
and when I state this fact I am sure it will 
excite much curiosity as to the reason why. 
Well, as the stomach is practically the 

Stemacn greatest deity these savages know, and 

asaDelty:as food is often very hard to obtain, 

they argue that a person with a very 
full stomach must necessarily be a daring and 
skilful hunter, otherwise he would not be able 
to get much food to put into it. 

This extraordinary portrait was finally daubed 
and decorated with brillant pigments and 
glaring splashes of yellow, red, and blue. I 
also used a kind of vivid red dye obtained from 
the sap of a certain creeper which was bruised 
between heavy stones. I spent perhaps a week 
or a fortnight on this drawing (I could not give 
all day to it, of course), and the only persons 
who knew of its existence were Yamba, my own 
children, and their friends. After the completion 
of the portrait I went away from that place and 
waited impatiently for my next reception 
day. When the wonder-loving blacks were again 
before me I told them that I had a remarkable 
picture of the great British Queen to show them, 
and then, full of anticipation and childish delight, 
they trooped after me to the spot where I had 
drawn the great picture on the rocks. It 1s no 
exaggeration to say that the crowd of cannibals 
stood and squatted in front of my handiwork 
simply speechless with amazement. Eventually 
they burst out into cries of wonderment and 
astonishment, making curious guttural sounds 
with their lips and smacking their thighs in 
token of their appreciation. I pointed out 
every detail—the immense size of the great 
Queen, the various emblems of her power, and 
at last, stepping back from the rock, J sang 
“God save the Queen,” the beautiful national 
hymn of Great Britain which I had learned from 
the two ill-fated girls, and which, you will 
remember, has the same air as that of the 
French song, ‘‘ Frere Jacques.” 

The general effect was not merely. to 
The Portraittake away any bad impression that 
might have been created with regard 
to my damaging admission about the sex of 
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the great ruler, but it more than re-established 
me in my old position, and I followed it up by 
assuring them that Her Majesty included in her 
retinue of servants a greater number of persons 
than was represented in the whole tribe before 
me. Furthermore, I assured them that whilst 
the mountain home I had built was very large, 
judged by their standard, the house of Queen 
Victoria was big enough to hold a _ whole 
nation of blacks. 

And in order to give you some idea of the 
nervous horror I had of losing prestige, I may 
tell you that, far from being satisfied with what I 
had done to vindicate the great Sovereign whose 
special ambassador I was supposed to be, I 
soon decided to give yet another demonstration 
which should impress even those who were 
inclined to cavil—if~ any such existed. I 
pointed out that whilst the Queen, great and 
powerful and beloved ruler though she was, 
could not lead on her warriors in person into 
battle, yet she was represented in wars by her 
eldest son, who was a most redoubtable warrior 
and spear-thrower, and acted on behalf of his 
illustrious mother on all occasions where she 
could not appear. But as mention of the 
Prince of Wales called for a demonstration of 
his personality also, I determined to make 
another experiment in portraiture, but this time 
in the direction of sculpture. I think it was 
having come across a very damp country, 
abounding in plastic clay, that put this idea into 
my head. First of all, then, I cut down a stout 
young sapling, which, propped up in the ground, 
served as the mainstay of my statue ; and from 
it I fastened projecting branches for the arms 
and legs. 

Round this framework I built up 
A Solossal my figure with blocks of clay, and at 
H-BeH-1 length, after, perhaps, three or four 
weeks’ industrious modelling, I com- 
pleted a statue of His Royal Highness which 
measured about 7ft. 6in. in height, and 
with body and limbs of abnormal develop- 
ment, much on the lines of my representation 
of his august mother. Fuller details would be 
interesting, but hardly edifying. ‘This statue I 
“unveiled” at another of my monthly recep- 
tions, and, judged by its effect, it was even a 
greater success than the colossal portrait. A 
monster corroboree was actually held alongside 
the Prince of Wales’s statue, but, unfortunately, 
my handiwork went to pieces in a day or two, 
for when the fierce sun beat down upon the 
clay it cracked, and incontinently fell away in 
pieces. This gradual disintegration of the 
great ruler’s deputy vastly amused the blacks, 
and I eventually had to hasten its end, lest 
their mirth should compromise my dignity. 


“*T COMPLETED A STATUE OF HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS IN CLAY.” 


If I have omitted to mention Bruno in con- 
nection with every incident, it must not~ be 
supposed that my faithful companion did not 
play an important part in everything. 

He was always with me, but it must 
Reletion, be remembered that he was now grow- 

ing old, and the natives around me 
were by no means so keen to possess him as the 
tribes of Carpentaria had been in the days 
gone by. ‘Talking about dogs, it is an extra- 
ordinary fact that the 
savage womenfolk 
often, suckle = one 
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puppy out of a litter, under the impression that 
the. dog so treated will grow up possessing 
almost human intelligence, and will therefore 
be of inestimable value when hunting kangaroo 
and other game. 

All kinds of extraordinary incidents befell me 
whilst on the ‘‘ walk-about.” Many atime have I 
been deceived by mirage. One most complete 
deception I can recall befell me one day whilst 
Yamba and I were tramping over a stretch 
of low, sandy country. Suddenly I fancied I 
descried the boundless ocean in the distance, 
and with my usual impetuosity I rushed’ franti- 
cally forward in the firm belief that at last we 
had reached the coast. Yamba explained that 
it was only a mirage, but I would not stay 
to listen, and I must have gone miles before I 
gave up in disgust and returned to my patient 
wife. This brings me to another and perhaps still 
more extraordinary illusion. One day whilst 
Yamba and I were passing through one of those 
eternal regions of sand-hills and spinifex which 
are the despair of the Australian explorer, I 
suddenly saw in the distance what I was certain 
was a flock of sheep. ‘There they were, hundreds 
of them apparently browsing calmly in a depres- 
sion in a fertile patch where most probably 
water existed. 

In an instant the old desire to return 

A Strange to civilization once more : reasserted 
itself, and I dashed forward at full 

speed yelling back to Yamba, ‘‘Sheep, sheep 
—where sheep are, men are.- Civilization 
at last!” When at length I had got near 
enough for the creatures to notice me you 
may imagine my disgust and disappointment 
when hundreds of tall heads went. high 
into the air, -and a flock of emus made off 
across the country at 

full speed. These huge 
birds had had their 
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heads down feeding, and not unnaturally, in the 
distance, I had mistaken them for sheep. 

I think everyone 1s aware that prolonged 
droughts are of very Common occurrence in 
Central Australia, and are largely responsible for 
the migratory habits of the aborigines, particu- 
larly those of the remote deserts in the interior. 
The most terrible drought I myself experienced 
whilst in my mountain home was one that ex- 
tended over three years, when even the lagoon 
in front of my dwelling, which I had thought to 
be practically inexhausuble, dried up, with the 
most appalling results. Just think—never a drop 
of rain falling for over three long years, with a 
scorching sun darting down its rays almost 
every day! During this terrible period the only 
moisture the parched earth ever received was in 
the form of the heavy dews that descended in 
the night. Even these, however, only bene- 
fited the vegetation where any continued to 
exist, and did not contribute in the slightest 
degree to the natural water supply so_neces- 
sary for the sustenance of human and animal 
life. The resulting symptoms were terrible to 


witness. Kangaroos and snakes, emus and 
cockatoos, lizards and rats—all lay about 


either dead or dying; and in the case of 
animals who had survived, they seemed no 
longer to fear their natural enemy, man. 

Day by day as I saw my lagoon 
gradually grow smaller, I felt that 
unless I took some steps to insure a 
more permanent supply, my people must in- 
evitably perish and I with them. Naturally 
enough, too, they looked to me to do something 
for them, and provide them with some relief 
from the effects of the most terrible drought 
which even they had ever experienced. Almost 
daily discouraging reports were brought to me 
regarding the drying up of all the better -known 
water-holes all round the country, and I was 
at length obliged to invite all and sundry to 
use my own all but exhausted lagoon. At 
length things became. so threatening that I 
decided to sink a well. Choosing a likely 
spot near the foot of a precipitious ena 
I set to work with only Yamba as my assistant. 
Confidently anticipating the best results, I 
erected a crude kind of windlass, and fitted it 
with a green hide rope and a bucket made 
by scooping out a section of a tree. My 
digging implements consisted solely of a home- 
made ‘wooden spade and stone pick. Yamba 
manipulated the windlass, lowering and raising 
the bucket and disposing of the gravel I sent 
to the surface with the dexterity of a practised 
navvy. What with the heat, the scarcity of 
water, and the fact that not one of the natives 


could be relied upon to do an hour’s work, it 
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was a terribly slow and wearying business, but 
Yamba and I stuck to it doggedly day afte: 
day. 

At, the: end: of, asweeky Ie hadtsunk a 

1sinka narrow shaft to the depth of raft. 

or 14ft.,, and then to my infinite 
satisfaction I saw every indication that water 
was to be found a little lower down. In the 
course of the following week I hit upon a spring, 
and then I felt amply rewarded for all the trouble 
I had taken. Even when the lagoon was _per- 
fectly dry, and only its parched sandy bed was 
to be seen, the supply of water from our little 
well continued undiminished, and proved more 
than ample for our wants during the whole of the 
drought. I even ventured to provide the dis- 
tressed birds and animals with some means of 
quenching their insupportable thirst. <A few 
yards from the well I constructed a large wooden 
trough, which I kept filled with water, and each 
day it was visited by the most extraordinary 
flocks of birds of every size and variety of 
plumage, from emus down to what looked like 
humming-birds. Huge snakes, 1oft. and 15ft. 
long, hustled the kangaroos away from the life- 
giving trough, and occasionally the crowd would 
be so excessive that some of the poor creatures 
would have to wait hours before their thirst was 
satisfied, and even die on the outer fringe of 
the waiting throng. I remember that even at 
the time the scene struck me as an amazing 
and unprecedented one, for there was I doing my 
best to regulate the traffic, so to speak, sending 
away the birds and animals and reptiles whose 
wants had been satisfied, and even bringing 
skins full of water to those who had fallen down 
from exhaustion, and were in a fair way to die. 
As a rule, the creatures took no notice whatever 
of me, but seemed to realize in some instinctive 
way that I was their benefactor. Of course I 
had to cover over the top of the well itself, 
otherwise it would simply have been swamped 
with the carcasses of the eager animals and 
birds. 

But, it may be asked, why did I take 
“yp niseraarihe, trouble to supply everything that 

walked and flew and crawled with 
water when water was so precious? A moment’s 
thought will furnish the answer, which is that if I 
suffered all the animals, birds, and reptiles to die, 
I myself would be without food, and then my last 
stage might be considerably worse than the first. 
I think the snakes were the most ungrateful 
creatures. of all. Sometimes they would 
deliberately coil themselves up in the trough 
itself, and so prevent the birds from approach- 
ing. I always knew when something of this 
kind had happened, because of the frightful 
screeching and general uproar set up by 
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the indignant birds—that is to say, such as 
had the power to screech left. -I would ‘then 
hurry to the spot and drag out the cause of the 
trouble with a forked stick. I never killed him, 
because there were already enough of his kind 
dead on every side. ‘The very trees and grass 
died, and in this originated another almost 
equally terrible peril—the bush fires. 

Talking about bush fires, we often saw them 
raging madly and sublimely in the mountains. 
They would burn for weeks at a stretch, and 
devastate hundreds of miles of country. For our- 
selves, we always prepared for such emergencies 
by “ringing” our dwelling—that is to say, laying 
bare a certain stretch of country in a perfect 


with much mysterious whisperings. The dear, 
sagacious brute always understood what I 
wanted him to do, and in the course of perhaps 
an hour or two he would come and lay the 
article at my feet, and then accept the flattering 
adulation of my black companions with the 
utmost calmness and indifference. Bruno never 
forgot what was required of him when we 
encountered a new tribe of blacks. He would 
always look to me for his cue, and when he saw 
me commence my acrobatic feats he, too, would 
go through his little repertoire, barking and tum- 
bling and rolling about with wonderful energy. 
His quaint little ways had so endeared him 
to me that I could not bear to think of any- 


“HOW WE FOUGHT THE BUSH FIRES,” 


circle around us. Often, however, we were 
almost choked by the intense heat which the 
wind occasionally wafted to us, and which, com- 
bined with the blazing sun and scarcity of water, 
rendered life positively intolerable. 
I now wish to say a few words about Bruno— 
a few last sorrowful words-——because at this 
period he was growing feeble, and, indeed, had 
never been the same since the death of Gibson. 
Still, I was constantly making use of his 
sagacity to impress the blacks. My usual custom 
was to hide some article such as my tomahawk 
near the house in Bruno’s presence, and then 
start off on a tramp accompanied by the blacks. 
After we had gone a few miles I would 
Aco e suddenly call a halt, pretend to my 
companions that I had forgotten some- 
thing, and order Bruno to go back and fetch it, 


thing happening to him. On one occasion, when 
going through a burning, sandy desert, both he 
and I suffered terribly from the hot, loose sand 
which poured up between our toes and caused 
us great suffering. Poor Bruno protested in the 
only way he couid, which was by stopping from 
time to time and giving vent to the most mourn- 
ful howls. Besides, I could tell from the gingerly 
way he put his feet down that the burning hot 
sand would soon make it impossible for him to 
go any farther. -I, therefore, made him a set of 
moccasins out of kangaroo skin, and then tied 
them on his feet. ‘These he always wore after- 
wards when traversing similar deserts, and 
eventually he became so accustomed to them 
that as soon as we reached the sand he would 
come to me and put up his paws appealingly to 
have his ‘‘ boots ” put on. 


But now age began to tell upon him ; he was 
setting stiff in his limbs, and he seldom accom- 
panied me on hunting expeditions. He seemed 


only to want to 
sleep and drowse 
away the day. He 
had been a splen- 
did kangaroo 
hunter, and took 
quite an extra- 
ordinary amount 
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of pleasure in this pursuit. 


He would run down 


the biggest kangaroo and bail him up unerringly 


under a tree ; and whenever the big animal tried 
to get away Bruno would immediately go for his 
tail, and compel him to stand at bay once more 
until I came up to give the coup ae grace. Of 
course, Bruno received a nasty kick sometimes 


and occasionally a 
bite from a snake, 
poisonous and other- 
wise. He was nota 
young dog when I 
had him first, and 
I had now made up 
my mind that he 
could not live much 
longer. He paid but 
little attention in 
these days to either 
Yamba or myself, 
and in this condi- 
tion he lingered on 
for a year or more. 
One morn- 
1 Find ving L went 
Dead ion re 
second hut 
— which we still 
called Gibson’s, by 
the way, although 
he had never lived 
there—when to my 


prepared for the 
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dismay and horror (notwithstanding that I was 
event), I beheld my poor 
Bruno laid out stiff and stark on the little skin 


rug that Gibson had origin- 
ally made for him. I do 
not think I knew how 
much I loved him until 
he was gone. As I stood 
there, with the tears cours- 
ing down my cheeks, all 
the strange events of my 
wondrous career seemed 
to rise before my mind— 
events in which poor dead 
Bruno always took an 
active part. He was with 
me on the wreck ; he was 
with me on the island; 
he was with me in all my 


wanderings and through all my sufferings and 
triumphs. He got me out of many a scrape, 
and his curious little eccentricities, likes, and 
dislikes afforded me never-ending delight. But 
now he was gone the way of all flesh, and 


although I had expected this blow for 
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many months I do not think this miti- 
gated my poignant grief. Yamba, too, 
was terribly grieved at his death, for she 
had become most devotedly attached to 
him and he to her. I rolled the body 
of the faithful creature in a kind of 
preservative earth and then in an outer 
covering of bark. ‘This done I laid him 
on a shelf in one of the caves where 
the wild dogs could not get at him, and 
where the body of Gibson, similarly 


treated, had also 
been placed. 
Sometimes, when 
all the tribe was 
gathered together, I 
would bring up the 
subject of cannibal- 
ism, “and tell them 
that the Great Spirit 
they feared so much 
had left with me a 
written message for- 
bidding all feasting 
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off the bodies of human 
bees! ‘The written 
message”. [vreferred sto 
on these occasions was 
my old Bible. Of course 
the ‘blacks failed to 
understand its purport 
as a 000k, hav- 
ing no written 
language of 
their own; but 
my manner 
and words 
served to im- 
press them. 
My natives 
always seem- 
ed to manifest 
them Weenest 
interest in the 
accounts. we 
gave them of 
the wonderful 
resources of 
civilization ; 
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but experience showed that I must adapt my 
descriptions to the intellects of my _ hearers. 
For example, I used. to tell them that in the 
great cities (“ camps” I called them) there was 
never any real darkness if men chose, because 
there were other lights at command which could 
be turned off and on at will. The most effective 
analogy in this respect was the twinkling of the 
stars in the heavens, but my _ hearers were 
greatly amazed to think that such lights could 
be under the command of man. 

On one occasion I actually made a 


borake &® peram bulator 


lator. for the -convey- 
ance Oly chil 

dren! It was the very 
first time that these 
primitive savages had 
seen the principle of the 
wheel applied to locomo- 
tion, and it passed their 
comprehension alto- 
gether. With childish 
delight and an uproar 
that baffles all description 
both men and women 
almost fought with one 
another for the honour 
of pushing this crude 
little conveyance about. 
The perambulator was 
made out of logs, and 
was a four-wheeled 
vehicle, the rims of the 


wheels being cut trom 
a hollow tree. My blacks 
were also much amazed 
at the great size of my 
mountain home, but 
their wonderment  in- 
creased greatly when I 
explained to them that 
some of the buildings 
in the great “camps” 
of the white man were 
as large as the hills and 
much more numerous. 
Elsewhere I 
whet, have spoken 
of the extra- 


ordinary system of tele- 
graphy that exists among 


the blacks. Well, in the 
early eighties news began 
to reach me that num- 
bers of white men had 
appeared in the north, 
and in one of my many 
long tramps I one day 


came upon a party of white men engaged in 


prospecting. 


I speak of this remarkable meet- 


ing thus abruptly because the sight of their tent 
met my gaze in the most abrupt manner possible. 


It is ever so in the Australian. bush. 


I found 


that this party was by no means an isolated one, 
and I actually stayed in various camps for a few 
days, and then returned to my mountain home. 
I need hardly remark that the white men were 
far more astonished to see me than I was at 


meeting them. 


Of course, I could have joined 


them and gone back to civilization, but this I 
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would not do without my native wife and family. 
It was in the Kimberley district that I met these 
parties of prospectors ; and I may here remark 
that I had for some time been aware of the 
existence of this auriferous region. I learned 
afterwards that the Kimberley was geographically 
the nearest point I should make for in order to 
reach civilization. 

As I was always very fond of-children, 
I decided to try and put a. stop to the 
dreadful habit of child murder, so I 
made it known far and wide that parents could 
pass their girl-babies on to me, and that I would 
rear them and look after them. The result of 
this widely-advertised offer was that I soon had 
quite an orphan asylum established—an institu- 
tion which was valuable to me in many ways. 
Quite apart from the ‘satisfaction I derived from 
knowing that I had saved these children from a 
terrible death, I was looked upon as a kind of 
prospective father-in-law on a gigantic scale, and 
young men came from all parts to treat with me 
for wives. 

As I have said before, my regular reception 
days were held at the new moon. 

My visitors, as well as my own. people, 
gradually grew to have quite a reverence for the 
Bible, but I am afraid it was not on account of 
the sacredness of the book, but rather owing to 
the wonderful things it contained, and which were 
interpreted by me in sucha way as would appeal 
directly to the primitive minds of these people. 

Oftentimes I made mistakes. For 
the Miracle instance, what seemed  to® interest 

them enormously was the story of how 
Moses struck the rock and obtained a miraculous 
supply of water. Anything in the way of fresh 
water procured in the desert interested them 
keenly. Only, unfortunately, they floored me by 
asking me to accomplish a similar miracle ! 

Another Bible story which brought me 
some discomfiture was about Balaam and 
his ass. Now, when I decided to tell. the 
story of Balaam, I knew from experience that 
if I mentioned an ‘‘ass,” that animal would 
require all kinds of tedious explanation which 
would probably result in needless mvystification 
and consequent suspicion ; so I boldly plunged 
into the story of Balaam and his kangaroo! 
But what staggered the blacks altogether was 
that Balaam’s kangaroo should be able to speak. 
Now, it seems that a talking animal is the 
greatest possible joke known to the blacks, and 
so my narrative was greeted with uproarious 
mirth, and it even spread from tribe to tribe. 
I found it was no use telling my blacks anything 
they could not readily comprehend. 

One day I told them about the destruction 
of Sodom and Gomorrah by fire and brimstone, 
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and this again landed me in disaster, for I was 
promptly asked how could anyone, Great Spirit 
or other, burn up the stones of which the 
houses were composed? And, of course, each 
instance of this kind would be pounced upon 
by a tribal medicine man or some other jealous 
enemy of mine, and used to discredit me. A 
few days after telling the Sodom and Gomorrah 
story, I was on a walk-about with Yamba in my 
mountain region, when I suddenly discovered 
that shale existed in very considerable quantities, 
and I thereupon conceived the idea of demon- 
strating to the blacks that, not only was the 
Bible narrative a true one, but that it was quite 
possible to ignite stone ; and L would even show 
them how it was done ! 
Aided by Yamba and other members 
Eroparing’ Oi), mys iaimily,« -. .constriucteds jan 
stration. immense shaft-like cairn, mainly com- 
posed of loose pieces of shale inter- 
mixed with sandstone. I put in the sandstone 
and other stones, partly in order that the blacks 
might not notice the uniform construction of the 
cairn, and partly also because I knew that when 
the ordinary stones were heated they would 
srobably burst or explode with a loud sound, 
and so terrify the superstitious onlookers. 
The cairn was about 1is5ft. high, with an 
opening at the summit and other small open- 
ings at the sides in order to insure a good 
draught.. At the base I left an opening 
sufficiently. large for me to crawl through. 
Then I placed a quantity of inflammable 
material -— such as wood and dry bark — 
inside, and as~ all these preparations went 
forward in a very leisurely manner, my monthly 
reception was quite due when everything was 
ready. Wishing to have an exceptionally large 
gathering, I sent out invitations to all the sur- 
rounding tribes to come and see my wonderful 
performance at which “I would set fire to the 
rocks and stones.” 

A perfectly enormous crowd assembled at the 
time appointed, for my previous achievements 
had led them to believe I had some marvellous 
manifestation of my powers in store for them. 
Never can I forget the keenness with which that 
great assembly anticipated the entertainment I 
had promised them. And, remember, they were 
growing pretty d/asé by this time, having 
witnessed so many miracles. 

In the twilight of the evening, when 
Expectant the murmur of the multitude was 
Audience. hushed, I crawled cautiously into the 

cairn (I should have been buried 
alive had it collapsed), and at once commenced 
operations with the flint and steel and tinder 
which I had taken care to leave there. In 
another minute I had set fire to the wood and 
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other dry material that filled the bottom of the 
shaft. When I was satisfied that it was thoroughly 
alight, I discreetly withdrew and joined the 
wondering crowd, which I had forbidden to 
approach too close. Dense clouds of smoke 
were soon rolling from the apertures of the 
great cairn, and ina short time the shaft was 
a fierce and raging furnace, with the ordinary 
stones red hot and occasionally bursting with 
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loud explosions, which threw showers of glow- 
ing slag high into the air. 

The blacks were almost paralyzed with fear, 
and many of them threw themselves prostrate on 
the ground, ignoring the showers of stones that 
fell upon their naked bodies. I stalked about 
among them, exulting in my power and the suc- 
cess of my manifestation. This huge shale cairn 
burnt for many days more fiercely than even a 
stack of coal would do, and I never ceased to 
wonder that the blacks had not before found out 
the inflammable nature of the “stone.” 


In general appearance I was now absolutely 
like a black, and wore only an apron of emu 
skin as a protection against the scrub I. encoun- 
tered when on the walk-about. In the ordinary 
way I never had any marks upon me with the 
exception of these scratches. Of course, on 
festive occasions I was gaily painted and decor- 
ated, and no doubt I would have been initiated 
into manhood, and borne the tribal marks, 
were it not for the fact that I was a 
man when I came among the blacks. 

It is obviously impossible for me 
to record minutely the happenings 
of every day, mainly because only 
the salient incidents stand out in 
my mind. Besides, I have already 
dealt with the daily routine, and 
have probably repeated myself in 
minor details. 

A constant source of grief to me 
was the weakly condition of my two 
children, whom I knew could never 
attain. mature age. And knowing 
they were doomed, I think I loved 
them all the more. 

Yet so incomprehensible 
Goawisz is human nature that I 
Feeble. often found myself specu- 
lating on what I should 
do after they—and Yamba—were 
gone ; because by this time my 
faithful helpmeet was growing omin- 
ously feeble. You must remember 
that when I first met heron the 
desert island she was an oldish 
woman, judged by the native 
standard ; that is to say, she was 
about thirty. 

The death-bed of my boy is a 
scene I can never forget. He called 
me to him, and said he was very 
glad he was dying, because he felt 
he would never have been strong 
enough to fight his way through 
life, and endure what the other 
black boys endured. Therefore, he 
argued wistfully, and half inquir- 
ingly, he would only be a burden to me. He 
was avery affectionate and considerate. little 
fellow, with an intelligence far beyond that of 
the ordinary aboriginal child. He spoke in 
English, because I had taught both him and his 
sister that language. At the last I learned—for 
the first time—that it was always worrying him, 
and almost breaking his little heart, that he 
could never compete with the black boys in their 
games of strength and skill; and no doubt he 
would have become an outcast were it not that 
he was my son. 
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Almost his last whispered words to me were 
that he would be able to assist me more in the 
Spirit-land than ever he could hope to do in the 
flesh. He was perfectly conscious to the last, 
and as I knelt down by his couch of fragrant 
eucalyptus leaves, and stooped low to catch his 
whispered message, he told me he seemed to be 
entering a beautiful new country, where the birds 
always sang and the flowers bloomed for ever. 
Spirit voices kept calling him, he said, and he 
felt himself being irresistibly drawn away from 
me. 
Upon my own feelings I do not wish 
Snappea. to dwell. All I will say is I kissed my 
boy on the eyes and mouth, and then, 
with a soft ‘Good-bye, they have come for me,” 
he closed his eyes for ever. 

I felt 1t was to be. A few days afterwards 
the little girl, my remaining child, was 
taken ill, and so feeble was she, that she soon 
joined her brother in the better ‘land. I 
seemed to be overwhelmed with misfortunes, 
but the greatest of all was yet to come. I have 
hinted that Yamba was beginning to show 
signs of infirmity through advancing years. I 
could not help noticing, with a vague feeling of 
helpless horror and sickening foreboding, that 
she had lost her high spirits and keen percep- 
tion, to say nothing about the elasticity of her 
tread and her wonderful physical endurance 
generally. She was 
no longer 
accompany me on 
the long and interest- 
ing tramps which we 
had now taken_ to- 
gether for so many 
years. /Eler skin 
began to wither and 
wrinkle, and she 
gradually took on the 
appearance of a very 
old woman. ‘The 
result of this was I 
began to have fits . 
of frightful depres- 
sion and acute 
misery. I stayed 
at home a good 
deal now, partly 
because I knew = 
the country tho- 
roughly and no 
longer cared to explore, and _ partly also 
because I missed the companionship and 
invaluable assistance of my devoted wife. 
I constantly buoyed myself up with the hope 
that Yamba was only ailing temporarily, and 
that her enfeebled condition had been brought 
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on mainly by the misfortunes that had befallen 
us of late. But she grew more and more feeble, 
and both she and I knew that the end was not 
far off. Never once, however, did we allude to 
such a catastrophe, and whenever I fixed my 
eyes earnestly upon her in the vain hope of dis- 
cerning some more favourable symptom, she 
would pretend not to notice me. 

I would sometimes take her for a long 
pomess walk, which was really much beyond 
Efforts. her strength, solely in order that we 

might delude ourselves with vain 

hopes. And she, poor creature, would tax 
herself far beyond her strength in order to afford 
me happiness which the real state of things did 
not justify. 

For instance, she would run and leap and 
jump in order to show that she was as young 
as ever, and after these strange and pathetic 
demonstrations she would endeavour to conceal 
her great exhaustion. 

But very soon my poor Yamba was obliged 
to remain at home altogether, and as she grew 
more and more infirm she plucked up courage 
to tell me that she knew she was going to die, 
and was rather glad than otherwise, because 
then I would be able to return to civilization— 
that goal for which I had yearned through so 
many years. She pointed out to me that it 
would not be so difficult now, as I had already 
been brought into 
contact with parties 
of white men; and, 
besides, we had long 
ago had news brought 
to us about the con- 
striction’ of the 
Trans-Continental 
Telegraph Line from 
Adelaide-sto* Port 
Darwin. No sooner 
had she spoken of 
death than I broke 
down again alto- 
gether. The thought 
that she should be 
taken from me was 
SOmerucls.thateits 
contemplation was 
quite insupport- 
able, and I threw 
myself down beside 
her ineapericct 
agony of grief and dread. 

I told her I did not mind how long I 
remained among the blacks so long as 
she was with me, and I tried to persuade 
her, with all the eloguence I could muster, that, 
far from dying, she would return to civilization 
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with me, so that I might spread abroad to the 
whole world the story of her devotion and her 
virtues. As she continued merely to smile pity- 
ingly, I changed my tone and dwelt upon the past. 
I went through the whole story of my life, from 
the time she was cast upon the desert island in 
fie Geo ea 
Timor, and at 
the recital of all 
the hardships 
and dangers 
and joys and 
troubles we had 
passed through 
together site 
broke down 
also, and we 
wept long and 
bitterly in one 
another’s arms. 

By this time 
she had become 
dec OUVeLUtO 
Christianity, 
but this was entirely a matter of her own 
seeking. She had such implicit belief in my 
wisdom and knowledge, that she begged of 
me to tell her all about my religion in order 
that she might adopt it as her own. Like 
most converts, she was filled with fiery zeal 
and enthusiasm,- and she. tried to soften the 
approaching terror by telling me that she was 
quite happy that she was going, because she 
would be able to look after me even more than 
of old. ‘“‘How different it would have been 
with me,” she used to say, “had I remained 
with my old tribe. I should still be under the 
belief that when I died my highest state would 
be to be turned into an animal; but now I know 
that a glorious future awaits us, and that in due 
time you will join me in Heaven.” 

Yamba did not suffer any physical pain, nor 
was she actually confined to her bed until four 
days before her death. As the various tribes 
knew the love and admiration I had for her, 
the fact that she lay dying spread rapidly, and 
crowds of natives flocked to my mountain home. 

Widespread sympathy was expressed 

Yenve with me, and all kinds of tender 

consideration was evinced by these 

savages. All day long an incessant stream of 

women-folk kept coming to the hut and inquir- 
ing after my dying wife. 

It seemed to be Yamba’s sole anxiety that I 
should be well equipped for the journey back to 
civilization. She would rehearse with me for 
hours the various methods adopted by the black 
fellows to find water, and she reminded me 
that my course at first was to be in a southerly 
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direction until I came to a region where the 
trees were blazed, and then I was to follow the 
track that went westward. 

These last days seemed to pass very quickly, 
and one night the dying woman had a serious 
relapse. Hitherto she had always addressed 
me as ‘‘ Master,” 
but now that 
she stood in the 
valley of the 
shadow she 
would throw 
her arms about 
my neck . and 
whisper _ softly, 
“Good-bye, my 
husband. Good- 
bye, I am going 
—going—going. 
I will wait for 
you—there.” 

For myself I 
could not seem 
to. Srealizerit: 
Sometimes I would rise up with the sole inten- 
tion of finding out whether this frightful thing 
was or was not a ghastly dream. Then my 
memory would go back over the years, and every 
little instance of unselfishness and devotion 
would rise before my mental vision. As I 
looked at the prostrate and attenuated form 
that lay silent on the couch of eucalyptus 
leaves, I felt that life was merely the acutest 
agony, and that I must immediately . seek 
oblivion in some form or other or lose my 
reason. It seemed, I say, impossible that 
Yamba could cease to be. It seemed the 
cruellest and most preposterous thing that she 
could be taken from me. 

Frantically I put my arms around her 

ineEns, and actually tried to lift her on to her 

feet, begging of her to show how 

robust she was as in the days of yore. I 

whispered into her ears all the memories of the 

past, and the poor creature would endeavour to 

respond with a series of feeble efforts, after 

which she sank back suddenly and breathed her 
last. 

Language is utterly futile to describe my 
horror, my distraction. I felt as I imagined a 
man would feel after amputation of all his 
members, leaving only the seared and bleeding 
trunk. I felt that life held no more joy, no 
more hope; and gladly would I have welcomed 
death itself as a happy release from the wretched- 
ness of living. In my delirium of grief I often 
besought the repulsive savages about me to 
spear me where I stood. 

Upon this subject I can dwell no more, 
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because of what followed J] 
vaguest recollection. 


have only the 
Kor days I seemed to 
live in a kind of dream, and was not even sure 
that the people I met day by day were real 
beings. As to my awful loss, I am sure I did 
not realize it. What I did realize, however, 
was the necessity for immediate action. Like 
a dream to me also is the memory of the 
sincere grief of my blacks and their well-meant 
endeavours to console me. The women kept 
up a mournful howl, 
which nearly drove 
me crazy, and only 
strengthened my re- 


solve to get away 
from that frightful 


place. So dazed did 
I become, that the 
blacks concluded 
some strange spirit 
must have entered 
into me. 

They seemed 
Sect OuLake cit for 

granted that 
I left -all arrange- 
Mm.eintsr fore the 
funeral to them, the 
sole idea that pos- 
sessed me being to 
complete my arrange- 
ments for the great 
journey I had before 
memens-fold the 
natives frankly of 
my intention, and 
immediately forty of 
them volunteered to 
accompany me on 
my travels as far as 
DPechése=- to permit 
them to come. 
readily accepted the 
kindly offer, partly because I knew that alone I 
should have gone mad, and partly, because I 
instinctively realized that with such a_body- 
guard I should have nothing to fear either from 
human foes or the tortures of thirst. 

I left everything. I cut off my long hair with 
my stiletto and distributed it among the natives 
to be made into bracelets, necklaces, and other 
souvenirs; and then I departed with little 
ceremony from the place where I had spent so 
many years of weird and strange exile. Most of 
my belongings I gave away, and I think I turned 
my back upon my mountain home with little or 
no regret. My dress consisted solely of the 
usual covering of emu skin, whilst attached to a 


belt round my waist were my tomahawk and 
Vol. ili.—17. 
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stiletto, my bow and arrows being slung over my 
shoulder. Day after day we marched steadily 
on, precisely as though we were ona walk-about. 
‘The conditions of the country were constantly 
changing, and I came across many evidences of 
its natural richness in minerals—more_ particu- 
larly gold. 

One day as we were all resting near the 

a i Dase.on a rock, which iwasy ae kind hoOEr 

huge outcrop from the plain, I began 
idly to chip the stone 
with my tomahawk, 
when the edge sud- 
denly glanced aside 
revealing a_ bright, 
shining, yellow 
metal. I sprang to 
my feet in astonish- ° 
ment, and realized 
in a moment. that 
this great mass of 
rock was auriferous 
LOA (enormous 
desres cand A-sthiere 
was one gigantic 
nugget in it which 
if removed would, I 
am sure, be as much 
as a couple of men 
could carry. 

Week after week 
passed by, and still 
we continued our 
southward march. 
In time, of course, 
my companions 
returned, to their 
own country, but so 
leisurely had our 
progress been that 
I had ample time 
thoroughly to in- 
gratiate myself with 
Gther-tprbeseso ‘that, -asusual ab went irom 
tribe to tribe practically armed only with my 
own knowledge of the savagés and my 
invaluable répertoire of tricks. In the course 
of months I came upon the blazed or marked 
trees, and then I struck due west. 

Very few incidents worth recording befell me, 
and I kept steadily on my way for eight or nine 
months. At last—at last—I came upon unmis- 
takable signs of the proximity of “ civilization,” 
for strewn aiong the track we were now follow- 
Ing were such things as rusty meat-tins, old 
papers, discarded and very much ant-eaten 
clothing, tent pegs, and numerous other evidences 
of pioneer life. One day, about noon, I espied an 
encampment of tents 50oyds. or 6ooyds. ahead 
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of me, and I promptly brought my men to a halt 
whilst I went forward a little to reconnoitre. 
Curiously enough, the sight of these tents did not 
cause me any great emotion. You ‘see, I had 
met prospectors before in the Kimberley region, 
and besides, I had been looking for these tents 
so long from the time I first came across the 
evidences of civilization aforesaid, that my only 
surprise was I had not reached them before. 
Walking about were Europeans in the dress 
generally affected by the Australian prospector. 
Suddenly -a_ strange feeling of shyness and 
hesitancy came over me. Almost stark naked 
and darkened as I was—a veritable savage, 
in fact—I realized I could not go and 
introduce myself to these men _ without 
proper clothing. I knew the value of caution 
in approaching so-called civilized men, having 
had bitter experience with the Giles expedition. 
Returning to my blacks, I told them that at 
last I had come up with my own people, but 
did not want to join them for some little time 
yet. (Then -L-selecteda-- couple “of -ny=com- 
panions, and explained to them that I wanted 
some white man’s clothing. 
I instructed them to creep quietly into 
Troevcrs the camp, remove a pair of trousers 
and Shirt. and shirt that were hanging outside 
one of the tents, and bring back these 
articles to me. They undertook the commission 
with evident delight, but when they returned 
in the course of a few minutes they brought only 
the shirt with them, the trousers, it 
seemed, having been removed by 
the owner a few minutes before 
they arrived. My blacks were 
intensely amused when I donned 
the shirt, and considering that this 
was practically the only article of 
wearing apparel I possessed, I 
have no doubt I did cut a very 
ludicrous figure. ‘Then came an- 
other difficulty. I reflected I 
could not possibly go and show 
myself among these white men 
wearing one of their own shirts, 
so I decided to bid farewell then 
and there to my black escort, and 
continue my march alone until 
I reached another encampment. 
In the course of another day 
or so I reached a second camp. 
Into this I decided to venture 
and explain who I was. Be- 
fore taking this step, however, 
I rubbed off all the clayey 
coating on my skin, trimmed my 
hair and beard to a respectable 
length by means of a fire-stick, 


*“ HALLOA, BOYS! HAVE YOU ROOM FOR ME? 


threw away my bow, which was now my only 
remaining weapon, and then marched boldly into 
the camp. Some five or six bronzed Englishmen 
were seated near the fire in front of the tent 
having supper as I approached, and when they 
caught sight of me they stared, astounded for 
the moment; and then burst into laughter, 
under the impression that I was one of their 
black servants playing some joke upon them. 
When I was but a few yards away, however, I 
called out in English :— 

‘““Halloa, boys! have you room for 
Tetareeding Grae 
Greeting. ‘They were too much taken aback to 

reply immediately, and then one of 
them said ::— 

‘Oh, yes ; come and sit down.” 

AsI seated myself among them they asked :— 

‘Have you been out prospecting ?” 

“‘ Ves,” said, quietly, ‘“‘and I have been away 
a very long time.” 

“And where did you leave .your mates?” 
was the next question. 

‘‘T had no mates,” I told them. ‘I undertook 
my wanderings practically alone.” 

They looked at one another, winked, and 
smiled incredulously at this. Then one of them 
asked me if I had found any gold. 

I said, ‘Oh, yes, plenty of gold,” and then the 
next query—a most natural one—was, “ Well, 
why have you not brought some of the stuff 
back with you? How far have you travelled P” 
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I told them I had been tramping through the 
heart of the Continent for eight or nine months, 
and that I had no means of carrying nuggets 
and quartz about with me. But this explanation 
only served to renew their merriment, which 
reached «its climax when, in an_ unguarded 
moment, I put a question which I had been 
burning to ask :— 

“What year is this?” 

“This is Bellamy’s ‘ Looking Back- 
ward’ with a vengeance,” cried one of 
the prospectors —a_ sally that was heartily 
appreciated by the whole of the company, with 
the exception of myself, who began to think that 
if this indeed was the reception civilization had 
for me, I might well have remained with my 
faithful savages. 

But in a few minutes the men’s demeanour 
changed, and it was obvious that they 
looked upon me as a harmless lunatic just 
emerged from the bush. I was assured 
that this conclusion was correct when I saw 
the diggers looking at one another signifi- 
cantly and tapping their foreheads. I re- 
solved to tell them nothing further about 
myself, knowing full well that the more I 
told them the more convinced they would 
be that I was a wandering lunatic. I 
learned that the men I found myself among 
were a party of decent young fellows from 
Coolgardie. They offered mea meal of tea 
and damper, and pressed me to stay the 
night with them, but I declined their 
hospitality. I gratefully accepted a pair of 
trousers, but declined the offer of a pair of 
boots, feeling certain that I could not yet 
bear these on my feet. My rough bene- 
factors told me that: I should find many 
other.camps to the south and west, so I 
wandered off into the bush again and spent 
the night alone. 

My next move was in the direc- 
Towards sion ot. Mount, Margaret, and 
Margaret. along ‘the’ road which I tra- 
versed I came across an interest- 
ing variety of picks, shovels, and other 
mining tools which had evidently been 
discarded by disappointed prospectors. 
I decided not to enter this town but to go 
round it, and then I continued my tramp alone 
towards Southern Cross and thence to Coolgardie. 
After working for some time in the 
I Proceed jast- named town, | made my way 
to Perth, the capital of Western 
Australia. In Perth I was advised that it 
would-be better to go to Melbourne, as I would 
stand a much better chance there of getting a 
ship on which I might work my passage to 
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Hurope. Accordingly I proceeded to Mel- 
bourne as soon as I could, and the only note- 
worthy incident there was my humorous inter- 
view with the French Consul. I addressed that 
dignified functionary in execrable French, telling 
him that I was a French subject and wanted to 
be sent back to Europe. I bungled a great deal, 
and when my French failed I helped myself out 
with English. The Consul waited patiently till 
I had finished, stroking his beard the while, and 
looking at me in the most suspicious manner. 
“Vouclaim this because youarea Frenchman?” 
“That is so,” I replied, involuntarily relapsing 
into English once more. 
“Well,” he said, coldly, as he turned 
away, ‘“‘the next time you say you are 
a Frenchman you had better not use 
any English at all, because you speak that 
language better than I do.” 
I tried to argue the point with him and told 
him I had been ship- 
wrecked, but when I went 


The French 
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on to explain how long ago that shipwreck was, 
he smiled in spite of himself, and I came away. 
From Melbourne I went to Sydney and from 
Sydney to Brisbane. 

About May, 1897, I found myself in Welling- 
ton, New Zealand, where I was advised I stood 
an excellent chance of getting a ship to take 
me to England. I sailed in the New Zealand 
Shipping Company’s Wazkato, and landed in 
London in March, 1808. 

END. 


An Interesting 


We have great pleasure in being able to 
~ announce that in our next number (June, 
published about the 22nd of May) we. shall 
commence, under the title of “‘In the Khalifa’s 
Clutches ; or, My Twelve Years in Chains 
at Omdurman,” the astounding narrative of the 
unfortunate gentleman whose portrait appears 
on this page. This is Mr. Charles Neufeld, who 
for twelve awful years was a prisoner in Omdur- 
man groaning under the frightful tyranny of 
the Mahdi’s successor, Khalifa Abdullah, whose 
reign of inconceivable cruelty and oppression 


was only brought 
to an -end-by- Lord 
Kitchener’s victory at 
Oman rina hee it 
Rudolph Slatin, C.B., 
K2GeNMeG. Chather 
Joseph Ohrwalder, 
and other white cap- 
tives of the Khalifa 
have borne testimony 
to the terrible suffer- 
ings undergone by 
Mr. Neufeld in prison. 
The whole civilized 
world is agreed that 
the narrative of these 
men will probably 
ia, CvVper ime On A) D6 
equalled for ‘‘ colour,” 
foie soe 0 Wee eet. O07, 
Fler aun ee c maleaw ahene 
romance—thanks_ to 
the rapid progress of 
civilization and the 
elimination of the 
“dark spots” of the 
earth. 

Sir George Newnes, 
Bart., met Mr. Charles 
Neufeld in Cairo, and 
he will preface the 
story by an extremely 
interesting ‘“ personal 
impression” of the 
unhappy captive who, 
in great physical and 
mental distress, sought 
his assistance and 
advice. 

Mire Neuteld stells 
in plain and simple 
style how his well- 
equipped caravan set 
out ; how he was be- 
trayed in the desert 
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by his treacherous ‘ 


guide” ; and how the fierce 


Dervishes descended upon the party. He then 
passes on to his first entry into Omdurman, and 
dwells giaphically upon his terrible reception in 
that weird city—how the populace played at 
cutting him to pieces ; how he was led out to be 
crucified, and how finally the sentence was com- 
muted to a kind of perpetual imprisonment, in 
which the grotesque and farcical alternated with 
the horrible and awe-inspiring. Then comes Mr. 
Neufeld’s daily life in the prison ; and here all 
the world will see that the descriptions— modest 
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and unsensational 
though they are—well 
merit the power of a 
Dante adequately to 
describe their terror. 

The extraordinary 
incidents of Mr. Neu- 
feld’s daily life are 
recounted at length— 
how, through the re- 
presentations of a 
white lunatic, he was 
called upon to make 
inferior powder for the 
Khalifa’s army ; how 
he was scourged with 
the dread kourbash, 
or hippopotamus-hide 
whip ;_ how elaborate 
plans (which never 
came to anything) 
were laid for hisescape 
across the desert, etc. 
And so this astonish- 
ing narrative is brought 
right down to the 
very day~ when the 
long - thought-out 
tactics and brilliant 
strategy of Lord 
Kitchener of Khar- 
toum culminated in 
the Battle of Omdur- 
man, and the striking 
off of Mr. Neufeld’s 
chains. 

The narrative will 
be copiously — illus- 
trated by the well- 
known war artist, Mr. 
Charles M. Sheldon, 
who is well acquainted 
with the Soudan, and 
spent many months in 
Dervish haunts. 
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